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PASTORAL THE FIRST; 



Sittt9fton ann tBslAH* 



THE ARGUMENT. 
At the dote of the usurped reign of Buonaparte, Belgium was 
allotted to the Prince of Orange, who then took the title of '' King of 
ihe Netherlands ;*' soon after which, Strephon formerly a Belgie 
. Shepherd, but for .the preceding twenty years a soldier in the 
French' army, on his arrival from Siberia, and while clothed in a 
French uniform^ finds Hylas, tending his flock by a road side in 
the Netherlands; by whom he is not recognized, though in the 
course of conversa^n, Hylas discoVers him', and after eifpressin;^ 
his joy at Strephon*s safe return, invites him to relate his 
adventures. Strephon complies ; then warmly eulogises the wise 
conduct of the Belgie King ; concluding his tale, by declaring his 
intention of passing the nsidue of his days as a Shepherd, unless 
a war should take place, when he avows his intention to forsake 
the pastoral life, and ffglit under the banners of his beloved princes 

STREPHON. 

Shepherd, yoa seem at ease beneath this beechy 
While your good dog guards safe your flock in reach ; 
To feed and house it is your winter's care, 
More genial warmth diffiises richer fare ; . 
On Belgie soil^ beside the roads sheep thrive, 
While other states, in meadows let them live y 
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Yet none rove hence, none on the corn would stray. 
For sweet's the pasture near the public way; 
Nor fence is wanted, where yon hardy slave 
Watches his trust, as zealous as he's brave. 
Secure you rest, while soldiers wildly roam 
Far from the blessings of their native home, 
Opprest by woes, and cares, of ev'ry kind. 
That wear the body, or distress the mind ; 
And the warm joys of soft. domestic love. 
In vain are sigh'd for, while hard pains they prove. 

HTLAS.^ 

Friend, you say right; the beech affords me shade. 
While on this fiow'ry bank, my frame is laid ; 
And safe I rest, my faithful Carl is near. 
To keep the flock together— by his care : 
Yet, had I been like other shepherds blest, 
I should, like other swains, have been opprest; 
And far from hence my years had pass'd away. 
Had fortune spai'd my life to see this 4ay ' 
But, I've been lame from childhood, or my £ate 
Had been a soldier's— as appears your state. 
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STBEPHOX. 

Alas ! it is ; for twenty years and more 
I've brav'd all climates, and all dangers bore, 
But tell me Hylas (for such is your name) 
Does Strephon in your memory remain ? 

HYLAS. 

Ah, Strephon ! is it you my eyes behold ? 
Strephon, of whom such wond'rous tales are told ! 
. We thought you dead ; that in the Russian strife 
Our friend had clos'd his sufTrings, with his life ; 
For none returned, no Belgian has come home 
From that cold clime, which seal'd the army's doom ! 
And twice ten years have slowly pass'd away 
Since Hylas heard the notes his fiiend can play; 
Those merry notes that cheer'd the country round. 
And brought us swains together with their sound. 
But, still the shepherds meet, and praise those strains 
Which once so sweetly thriU'd upon our plains. 

STRfiPHOK. 

Hylas, those days of innocence are fled. 

And the black hairs are chang'd upon my head; 
b2 
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Yet I rejoice to find, you still retain 

The name and form of Strephon— >in your braift ! . 

Remov'd so far, and absent hence so long. 

You might have ceas'd regret for Strephon's soog. 

HTLAS. 

Hylas would be unworthy of a friend, 

If by so vile a crime he could offend 

As to forget the partner of his youth. 

With whom he pledged sweet friendship, in pui*. 

truth; 
With whom he pass'd his sportive days away 
in harmless mirth, and happy boyish play ; 
Rich days of joy, since treasured in his breast, 
Securely treasur'd, Memory's sweetest guest ! 
But tell me Strephon, by what favoured chance 
You have escap'd the servitude of France ? 
And say, that here your future days shall flow> 
• That HylsB may much long lost pleasure know.. 

STREPHON. 

My tale is long; but painful woes are past^ 
Here I will live, and here I'll breathe my lasC 



Digitized by 



Google 



If it please Fate ; once more a homely swain, 
Blest with that freedom soldiers seek in vain. 
This garb I wear (disgraceful to my clime) 
I'll change, and as a shepherd pass my time. 

HTLAS. 

I much rejoice, and so will ev'ry swain 
Who hears this news, o*er all our fertile plain. 
But, Strephon, see the sun's red orb decline. 
And soon his brilliant rays will cease to shine: 
Behind yon hills that glorious pow'r will go 
To cheer rich climes, that I can never know; 
Then, homeward lishall lead my fleecy care. 
And Strephon with me to my cot repair. 
Meanwhile, upon this flow'ry bank repose^ 
And tell your friend, the hist'ry of your woes ; 
That you m&y tranquil rest, while he repeats 
To curious list'ners^ all your warlike feats : 
For neighbouring swains will £|ock to my 

abode 
To hear your tale and see a man so Iov*d* 
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STRBPHON. 

Friend, I will bring my story to your ear 
In a few words ; you shall know all the care 
And danger I have pass'd; in nought Fll fSul, 
That I may shun more trouble from the tale; 
For I dislike repeating words of woe 
About myself, a subject far too low. 

HTLAS. 

I long to hear the perils you have past, 

And how kind fate restored you home at last. 

STaEPHON. 

First s^y, lov'd friend, does thatiold uncle live 

Who rear'd my youth, and sustenance did give ? 

An orphan I, confided to his care. 

Was roughly us'd, and fed on coarsest fieu^; 

Yet, much I owe, for hardy was the life 

He taught my youth, and thus 1 brav'd war's strife; 

HYLAS. 

He is no more ; five years he has been dead ; 
Old age then sunk him to the silent bed ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



He sleeps in peace ; his tomb beneath that yew 
Where boys still play, as Strephon oft did you ! 

STREPHON. 

Peace to his shade. May no rude hand molest 
Those bones, beside which. Fate may bid mine 

rest! 
But cease this subject, iax too grave it grows, 
And hear the hist'ry of my toils and woes. 

HYLAS: 

I listen Strephon, ec^r to be told 

The toils and perils you may now unfold. 

STBEPHON. 

If Strephon's fortunes can amuse his friend, 

A tale of dangers and distress, attend; 

The cruel scenes that mad rebellion bred 

In neighboring France, to aU my troubles led : 
Our fruitful soil, through bribery became 
A Gallic province, seeking Gallic fame; 
Fir'd with ambition, nothing could delight 
The Belgic race, save war and sa^e fight; 



Digitized by 



Google 



8 

Too readily we enter'd into strife. 
And for proud France, brave Belgians yielded life! 
The conscript law, then forc'd me from my home 
To distant realms, my hard fate to bemoan. 

HYLAS. 

J. well remember, Strephon, the sad hour 
They forc'd you hence, by some despotic pow'r ; 
And four more youthful shepherds left this plain 
On the same day, to add to our sad pain. 

STREPHON. 

They are no more, I saw each youth expire 

In combat — by the British soldier's fire ! 

Shot through the head, a bleeding corse Charles lay, 

The other's wounded, lingered life away. 

'Tis England boasts of riflemen so true 

They rarely miss an object once in view. 

But to my tale — ^in burning climes IVe trod 

With naked feet, on sands devoid of sod ; 

And in sharp freezing regions wanted food^ 

House room, and j^imcnt^ midst barbarians rude. 
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HYLAS. 

'Tis wonderful, that you have sufferM so. 
And still draw breath to tell the mighty woe ! 
Wh^re hosts have perish'd, Strephon did surviye, 
YouVe fac'd all dangers, and are still alive ! 

STREPHON. 

I have so ^yIas, ev'ry clime I've tried 
In war's dire strife, where valiant soldiers died} 
And yet I breathe to see my native soil, 
Healthy, and sound, por weakened by long toil* 
Kind £ato, has spar'd me, to relate my tale. 
To tell of brave men, and their deaths bewail, 

HYLAS. 

And let me add friend, to rejoice the heart 
Of him who listens to what you impart 

STBEPHON. 

The various changes to which Vm inur'd, 
And the hard marches I have long endur'd. 
Cannot be told ; the voice of man can't say 
How great my suff' rings, many a vreary day. 
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The burning heat of Egypt I have tried, 
When crowds of comrades miserably died, 
When brave companions by my side were laid, 
Kiird by fork'd lightnings, that around me play'd ; 
While others died from thirst, a cruel death ! 
And some Serocco's blasts deprived of breath. 
Despair and death spread o'er that scorching land 
Where pestilence and want destroyed our band. 

STLAS. 

I shudder Strephon, at the tale you tell, 
Alas, what dangers dread my friend befel ! 

STREPHON. 

The dreadfiil battles I have shar'd in Spain, 

Oft won with honour, and oft lost wiUi shame ; 

The keen pursuits, close on the flying foe. 

The hot retreats that I was docon'd to know ; 

The places storm'd, the sieges I've sustained, 

The out .posts lost, and others nobly gain'd; 

The mines we've sprung, the brave men we have lost ! 

By vast explosions, in the air high tost! 
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The soldiers drown'd, and others vilely slain 
By the stiletto of revengeful Spain ; 
The poison'd heroes, and the murder'd hand, 
Enou^ to people a wide spreading land ; 
The stratagems we've practised, and the art 
By which our enemies oft made us smart, . 
I fain would tell, hut mem'ry can't retain 
One half our hattles, perils, loss, and gain. 

HYLA8. 

'Tis strange, 'tis di^al, friend, what you have borne. 

STRBPHON, 

And much I've suffer'd when from land far torn ; 

When in rough hurricanes I've oft been tost, 

Where hardy seamen gave us up for lost; 

Tremendous winds then shatter'd ev'ry sail. 

Blew down the yards, quite frightful was each gale; 

The yelling noi^e of Elquinoctial blasts 

I've heard, when breaking short the lofty masts ! 

The want of water, and high salted food. 

At sea, with scurvy, fill'd my once rich blood; 
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My fieali gi^ew soil, mj i^akness was extreme, 
Acute mj pains, and death my only dream. 
That curtM diselise; in youth it bids us pine. 
And sends whole hosts to graves of wat'ry brine. 

HTLAS. 

Tm lost in wonder; you have suffered more 
Than bravest Belgian e'er survived heioie, 

STRBPHON, 

In England's gloomy cHme I wore away 
Two tedious yeflOB, deploring the^sad day 
Fate gave me birth ; in a close ship confin'd. 
Like a cag'd bird, with bitter grief I pin'd. 
It is the barb'rous system of that state. 
To punish pris'necs by this cruel {late ; 
To shut them up in loathsome ships, for yearR, 
Victims to ling'ring misery and fears. 
The custom is a stain upon that race, 
Whose laws, benignity and justice grace. 
But woes OA woes, misfortunes most severe 
Awaited me in Russia's clime more drear; 
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There pinch'd by want, and bitten by tbefrosf^ 

The mighty GalUc.anny all was lost ; 

Destroyed by Cossack, fiumoe^ firosV and ti^e^ 

There half a millioii gallant soUjerB died: 

Then forc'd a victim to Siberian soil, 

I led a life of wretehedness and toil 

For two long yeais, and daily pray'd to die 

A prisoner — to avoid more mia^ry 1 

For all look'd hopeless, in that frozen cUm* 

To labour ha^d^ &e remnant of iny time. 

Unhappy lot ! to wastmg ifturra a pseyy 

I past m anguish both those years away. 

BYLAS, 

But tell me, Strephon, for I long to know 
How you esci^p'd this great extreme of woe. 
And safftly trod the long and dreary ways 
From bleak Siberi»-«l»ast the sun's bright rays ? 

8TREPH0N. 

The taleis«hort; it was those gbrions hoors 
When the join'd armi^ of the allied poVi* 
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Forc'd the French emp'ror to a rapid flight. 
When singly he escaped by dark of night ; 
That mightjr man ! that kept the world in awe, 
Whose pow'r, and talents, gave great nations law; 
Whose vigorous soul astonish'd ev'iy ndnd, 
Who, till that day, seem'd born to sway man- 
kind! 
At last, deceiv'd, by a vain marriage lost. 
His plans were baffled, and his fortunes crost; 
His army gone, he gave up liberty. 
And numerous states*— and Strephon, became free I 

HYLAS. 

True, Strephon, true; that was a glorious day, 
It made us shepherds quite content and gay : 
Since then, no troops upon free quarters live, 
To share the homely bread our labours give ; 
No conscript law our safely does molest, 
No peaceful shepherd to the war is prest; 
The day's work o'er, now sweetly we repose, 
1^0 care disturbs us, and we feel no woes. 
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•STREPHON. 

'Twas not that day alone which bless'd yoa so, 

'Twas not the triumph o'er a mighty foe, . 

Both had prov'd vain, had Belgium been restored 

To other than her present rightful lord; 

But now she's free from ev'ry foreign sway, 

For Princely Orange reigns, and we obey ; 

She's great and rich, in ev'ry wealth we shine, 

Seaman and soldier, trade and soil, combine. 

Blest day ! which gave a ruler in a friend, 

And William's virtues to this state did send I 

Belgium is great, £Dr Belgium is free. 

And Belgic shepherds taste sweet liberty, 

Secur'd, and guarded, by the easy sway 

Of the best king a nation can obey ! 

And by his son, the valiant prince who bled 

On the proud field, which to these blessings led ! 

This noble heir to virtues, and a throne, 

There prov'd the race from which his blood has flown. 

And with his wound, cemented fast the love 

Of all the nation, which it strives to prove. 
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BTLA8. 

t strongly feel tLe troth of wbat you Bay. 

STRBPHON. 

l*he prince's piauos I cottld sing all day ; 

He fed my wants, and by his tender care 

The wretched pris'ners met with wholeeome fiu»^ 

From cold Sibeda» to this &Tour'd soil. 

Or we had pcrish'd by sad want and toil^ 

But for the prinoe, we had not been restored 

To the sweet joys our native homes aSbcd; 

His influence to Siberia's wildaextends^ 

For Russia's emp'ror clainis him 'moiifit ki» 

friends. 
I owe him ev'ry blessiiig 1 pomss^i 
And never Hylas, can I love him less; 
In my res|wct he bean a ptiaee's part. 
But lives a friend and brother in my hearts 

BYLAB. 

He is a noble prince, belov'd by all. 

(BfTREPHOK. 

And when be reigns, our enemies will fall. 
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A braver race has never yet been known 
Than hie has ^Ven to ador& our throne—* 
Caattotts, yet valilmty fit tot -mx or peace, 
King^ms eSl o'wn the powerful Nassau race ! . 
Alva's high duke, and Philip^ kfaig of Spain, 
From silent WiQiam fled wi& loss and pain ; 
Small were his means, bat mig^ was the end—' 
Spain he rejttds'd, and help'd his Lisbon friend 
The brave SebadSan, on tbat fiital dhoie 
From whmiee tetom'dy noii' Idngj noi^ afmy, more j 
All perish'd there If to Meonsb- hosts a prey : 
Some d^' hi bafQe, some m slaver^ I 
He deac^d Ui^ soS,- tmt seven rieh states mW^ 
From the p«oud bigot's r!EiUilei§s iron sway. 
l^hat savage tyr&ot^ s^dd^^d at his &me,* 
Fot vain reven^, mflde Uadcer his vile na^ ^ 
He basely fix'd a priee upon th^t life 
He dar'd not face in manly warlike strife* 

Ah, Sttephon, that was ttuly a ^eat prince, 
As the proud a;etiOB9f of his Me evince* 
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leTTREPHON. 

Noble he was, and so are all his Hoe ; 

Like gold when prov'd, 'tis thus they ever shine ! 

GauFs greatest king, the mistiest oi that throne, 

Vainly essay'd a William to dethrone; 

The haughty legions that proud monarch led. 

Humbled, and beat, in consternation fled : 

His gloiy ceas'd, he clos'd in dire disgrace, 

A reign, had sore oppress'd the human race ; 

Mercy was shown lum from gteat Nassau's breast^ 

And France wa£k spar'd, by him Prance had oppvest ! 

This William reign'd in Britain, while his sway 

Spread &x and wide, proud states did him obayi 

And well they might, a ehamcter so great < . > ; 
Is rarely bom, to rule^ and bless a state. > . \ 

sraBPHON* i 

These were our Wiliiam8> and such will be. found t 
All their great race, who rule this Belgic ground; 

Princes like these, are lov'd ath^ne, and.fear'd , i 
By foreign pow'rs ; thus peace is best secured. 
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Brave in the field, for sa^t counsels fam'd, 

Have been the Williams history has nam'd; 

Patrons of arts and sciences sublime. 

Of ev'ry nation, and of ev'iy clime; . ., , 

Friends to the poet, by the muses Joy'^* 

As songs and books, for ages, still have proved. 

Great race ! . tis thus Augustus gain'd his SamQ; . i ; 

Not less by patronage than Caesar's name I 

BYLAS. : , / 

A happy country fielgiiim must remain 
Wiuk ibis great race over her people reign. 

STKBPJSOK. , . , 

See our wise king» enriching &at the States, ; 
By golden commerce; trade upon us waits 
From ev^ry peart; and merohants fireely trust. r 

A government, to ev'iy class most just 
For confidence, and easy duesf, obtain 
Those precious fiseights^ which float up<Bi the wain* r 
By prudent oares, our colonies increase 
Their stores of wealth, sweet proofs of love and p^aco! 
c2 
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They send us home rich spiceSi and rich storef 
Of various kinds, from west and eastem shoiea^ 
Treasures of ev'ry dime, pxoad ships comyfey 
To Belgium^from each tri^ng port and bay. 
The hardy trada of fiahbg. now we prize, 
That trade, to which great Carthaga oVd her rise; 
But braver men our Noytheni Seas prepaid 
For great exploits, her aontf eottld oevisr dare ! 
This trade gives riches, add sound vigorous health. 
Nerves a bold race, and yieldi» the naticm wealftr 

AtLAA 

Delicious Gsh we shepherds ofi obtain. 

It is so cheaply vended on our pldn; . 

^d is a dainty we scareei knew bisfere^ 

Though now, of salt and fireeli, weVe ainple ^tore^ 

SnfBPfiON* . 

Nor is it leas our thooghtfid mooafch's care^ 
The wrongs of harmless shepherds to repair; 
The peacefol peasant need no longer dread. 
Ha win, by cruel force, to war be ledf 
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Nor need he fear, for be may safely keep 

His hay, and corn, swine, poultry, kine, and sheep; 

His fruits, and li^rbs, are safe for him to ctill. 

And his rich bees now fill their hives brim full; 

While, no rough soldier, for his bed or food. 

Dare to the matrons, or the maids, be rude; 

For troops no more claim billets on thb soil. 

No more can soldiera Belgic homes despoil! 

These ills are past, our goods are sacred grown, 

And in sweet peace we now enjoy our own; 

The fsurmer reaps the fields which he has sown, 

And houses safe the crops his land^have grown; 

Our meadows flourish, apd our flocks abound, 

Their numbers greater, on a richer ground; 

For agiiculturd is the monarch's care, 

And he the wrongs of shepherds does repair ; 

A just complaint k sure to be redrest. 

For pow'r and justice dwell in the same breast ! 

HYLAS. 

O, happy race! no cares our thoughts employ. 
Beyond our flocks and fields, which yield us joy. 
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STREPHON. 

Hylas, I feel content; my cares are past, 
On our lov'd soil I hope to breathe my last; 
Amidst my friends enjoying some sweet years, 
Forgetful of old dangers, wounds, and cares: 
My pipe I'll tune, that on this sylvan ground. 
Sweet past'ral notes again may freely sound ; 
And martial airs, to cheer my brother swains, 
For 1 will sing of battles on these plains : 
Bold, warlike song, the youthful bosom firos, 
And gen'rous transports to the heart inspires. 
If peace continue, thus I'll pass my time 
Amongst old friends, blest in my native clime; 
Tuning my pipe, to teach the youthful heart 
The warlike feelings, I would fain impart; 
And some kind muse will aid my warm design, 
Will fire my song with strains of war divine ; 
That no proud state may strive to domineer 
O'er Belgic rights — none dare to interfere ! 
For gen'rous thoughts will fire each youthful mind. 
And ev'ry Belgian to his monarch bind ; 
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But if stern fate (for none can fate foresee) . 
At length dooms war, by its unchanged decree^ 
Whilst I have vigour left to bear my frame, 
I'll join the Prince, my life shall aid his fame ! 
rU lead the youth my warlike music fires, 
For they fight bravest whom the muse inspires. 
Thus, if my Prince bears arms against the foe, 
Adieu, sweet sylvan life, to war T go! 

HYLAS. 

I've list'ned Strephon, to the wondrous woes 
Myfi^iend has brav'd, in combating Gaul's foes, 
With vast surprise ! but see, the sun is down. 
And angry clouds fast firom the westward frown; 
Most fiery red that beaut'ous orb declin'd, 
So we may look for rain and hoist' rous wind. 
My flock grows wild, sure sign a storm is nigh, 
From whose dire rage, sage prudence bids us fly : 
Then let us hasten to my humble shed. 
Before the falling rain pours on your head, 
There, with glad tidings I shall bless the swain; 
Shall fill with joy the shepherds of this plain; 
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Shall tell your strange escapes from clime unci sword; 
To eager list'neiB^ |o^nd mj frugal boaii. 
Who will delight to hear your perils past, 
Aud to your friends bel)old you join'd at last; 
All will be pleased, for Strephon means to rest 
Amidst his brethren — and he is my guest! 
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PASTORAL THE SECOND. 



CONTUrUlBD. 



TH£ ARGUMENT. , 

Hylas, while tending his flock at pasture, is joined by Strephon, 
shortly after the arrival of the latter from Siberia. He extols 
Strephon*s musical shil} ; o^ngratulates him on the joy his presence 
has inspired in the village; praises his friend's good conduct; and 
complains of the French for not having revaided his servkes, 
although they had amply repaid those of the higher military 
classes. Strephon replies, by telling the impossibility of rewarding 
every mdividual ; and by shewmg the policy of supporting the chief 
men. The dialogue is then continued by Hylas' general complaints 
of the inequality of men's situations, and the consequent happiness 
of the rich and great over that of the poor; but Strephon exerts his 
superior knowledge and expfsrience in undeceiving Hylas, by 
shewing that neither wealth nor rank ensure happines8,which is open 
to all classes ; and that the only way to obtain it, is ^* to be content ; ** 
and he concludes, by antidpating, that if fate grants him length of 
years, it will be bis proud task, assisted by the muses, to celebrate 
the noble exploits of a Belgic king. 

HYLAS. 

Does Strephon come to pass an hour away, 
And treat his friend to his rich company? 
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My flock is still, my dog too lies at rest 
Beneath the trees, and so can my lov'd guest: 
From Sol's bright rays, here cool you may repose. 
And chat, or play a tune, or sweetly dose. 

STREPHON. 

I came my friend, to pass the time away. 
And, in your donverse, close this sultry day ; 
The heat is great, but here I will recline 
To chat in peace till Sol has ceas*d to shine ; 
I will not dose, nor on your pipe will play, 
In sweeter converse let us end this day, 
For here Fll rest, until you lead the sheep 
From this rich pasture, to the place of sleep. ^ 

HYLAS. 

*Tis well; and since we've lame to chat^t ease^ 
Free from the crowd my friend so well does please ; 
Strephon, I'll say, what transports you impart 
By the sweet notes that penetrate each heart ; 
Rich are your tunes, in music you excel ; 
Soft past'ral airs, none can perform so well; 
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They soothe our thoughts to peace, to tranquil bliss 
So heavenly sweet, the notes we do not miss 
When the jupe stops, for, to the tnnefiiil ear, 
The quiv'iing, mellow sounds, long seem quite near^ 
Fair maids feel mad with love at those soft strains. 
And not less simple axe the youthfiil swions. 
But when your breath does martial notes inspire, 
How chang'd the feelings from love*s genial fire, 
Proud grow our swains, thdr youthful blood then boils 
For war and battle, perils and hard toils ; 
They pant for strife, to combat they would go. 
And bravely face the deadliest mortal foe ! 
The women shed some tears of sad distress. 
For your sweet strains on their soft bosoms press ! 
Should war disturb us, tune your pipe, my friend^ 
And youthful Belgians will your steps attend ! 

STREPHON. 

I will do so; if war disturbs this land 
I'll lead my prince a well selected band. 
But something whispers, peace will bless tliis shor^. 
And Strephon to the wars need march no more, 
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Now let me my, what joy you harp iQspii'd 
Throughout the village, Qv'jry fai:e^t is fir'd 
With fiiondly lm9, while shepherds him iho day, 
, Fate mi our Prbee copduct^d you this way, 
Safely amidst your aa(4@nt fij^n^ to rest, 
Esteepi'd by all, and Hylas' lov'd gUQst ! 

STRSP&ON. 

Hyla?,. 'tis weet, here on j»y native spij, _. . 

To be so richly paid for my past toil ; 

To live so cberi3h'd by each honest breast, 

Is bliss indeed, 'tis life most truly b^st! 

A constant fair, a constant jubilee. 

The ten days I've been here, have bo^n for. lae^ . 

JBYLAS. 

And well you merit all that we can dot, 
Our approbation and warm love to show; 
Had you been gre^t, a nation would repqy 
That which we shepherds^ do, iq our poor way. 
Say, why should proud and lofty chieftain daka 
Public and private trpphies of his fame ? 
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Has he done more thiui S^ephon for the state f 
Has he fought brav^, fhoii^ so proud Ms fate? 
His life's his all ; and all's lost whto he dies ', 
An equal treasure^ wf dea^ ftiend can prize< 

He may not^ friend ; but rank must b«f sustamM i 
Through discipline done thd victory's gflin'd ; 
Through discipline the soldier is control'd ; 
When timid^ cheer'd; end curVd, when rashly 

bold. 
An army would be ienftle akme ' 
To its own chtaA, weare discipliiie tadinown. 

WTLASt 

I grant it Street r ^t tfie gen'ral^s paid-^ 
Most amply UKH-his lauseb need not &de 
For want of nfousFMutient ; a^nfction-s ears 
Is to provide for hilfii/ and bos {)toud heii*; 
While the po^Bokfier, exippled, and disdharg'd, 
Is taught by wan^ bis fineedom is enlairg'd ; 
His rations gone, his podcet void of cdin. 
Where is he welcotoe ; In what bouse to dine ? 
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No longer ude&I, his priz'd vigour past, 
He now may starve, or steal to break his fast : 
Starve, or get hung ! what a sad contrast here 
To his proud gen'ral, 'made a knight or peer ! 
That general, whom this vet'ran bold, led on 
The desp'rate breach, bj hardy soldiers w<»i ! 
For e'en I know, the bayonet wins the prize. 
The bravest ^lan by that curst weapon dies ! 

STREFHON. . 

Hylas, tis true, the general gains the fame 
Of ev'ry vict'ry, but he bears ilie shame 
Of all defeats ; great charges- load his, hve6st ; 
The safety of whole hosts upon him rest^ 
The scales^ of justice, with impadial hand, 
'Tis his to balance o'er a troubled land; 
To punish crimes, and rectify- e&eh wrongs 
Are tasks that to his lofty plaise belong; 
Father, or judge, stemmagislmte, or spy. 
He should be each, nor any care deny* 
A nation trusts him, and the charge is giea^ 
For on him rests the welfare of the state. 
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Prudent, and wise ; yet beaten, he must fly, 
And doubtless he then envies those who die 
Upon the field. Yes, friend, he has his cares. 
And if he tastes ^weet joy, 'tis suz'd with fears. 

HYLA3. 

Oft 09 this plain while tending, of my sheep. 
And care was wanting; then to rove oi sleep 
Had lost my flook, have I seen march by here 
Thousands of soldiers; pilfeiers.in the rear, 
Plundering on all sides; ev'ry beast astray, 
Or loosely. watch!d| the ruffians stole away; 
They robb'd j;)»y.coty- tppk all my.flour and che^e, 
Rifled my stores, Ureasar'd for winter's ease ; 
My fruits they stole, n^y bees they quite destroy 'd, 
Those fruitful b^es, that long had been my pri^e. 

STHfiraoN. 
These evils, Hylas, ever will attend 
A marching army) whether, foe or fiiend; 
But where the disdpUna is best, we find 
Least mischief done, and most deeds just and kind. 
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iVe often seen stotit ^ldiers> siiikly pedey 
With blistair'd feetj, upon this hard road fail > 
Knock'd ap; no longer able tq snBtaiii 
The martial pace their couoadee trodwith pain ; 
Gall'd by tbmr loads; a maaqneiadd bogil padci ^ 
Tiring the armi and piestniig on the^bacfc; 
I've seen them laj iq>on iUi^ bank opprert 
With woes, and pleas'd to&id.a plaoefer frerti ' ■*■ 
But the gay dffieer, how blitot his fate, 
He gives cot^naa^ baA ride^ Ik scMe tetai u ! . ' ^W 
Fatigne he leds Hoi^ fin^ he beafev no IoaiH>«^ - . .:y j\ 
A pleasant Bfe thts-^for hia Ho^mff^^gbotif ^ ^' • ^ '^ 
jmtBraEOK. ^ •' T 

Ah, thus "m jadge, too hastUjr n^e d4em .^ 't '^ 

Men blest and happy, because ^ they seem ; - ' 
The world is led (a dupe ib 6kitwitrd show^ 
To credit what it sees, nor ttoth does iomr. ^ 

I thought like y^, btittiBie has tel^ne^iJMW/ ^' 
Time and experience; yes, expencfnee sore 
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Has taughi me mucli, and I can plainly see^ . 
That ev'rj state of life finds naisery. 

• HTLAS. 

It may be so, eai^ stale may feel some cat^^ 
But noty my friend, in portions that are fidr; 
The ioX&m peasant's life, flows not so sweet 
Aa the rich loird's, whose bread he*s glad to eat; 
Nor can I thiitik the soldier's life, so gay 
As the pKmidi»f»t8in*s, whom he most obey. . 

STRBPHON. 

Hylas, for tvUsAy yem I've seen mankind 
In Tarioos elimes> and of all ranks, yet find 
Mm are alike; the same wild passion fires. 
Hie great and lowly, own the same desires. 
Fate has ordain'd the share of bliss men taste, 
Where to rajoy, aad where to spoil, or. waste. 

HYLAS. 

'Tis strange; but he who claims great. store of wealth ; 
Rank, aqd ooiammd, and more, is blest with healthy 

D 
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Must sure be happier than the laboring swaui. 

Who earns his bread by dint of toil^ and pain. ^ * i 

8TRISPH0N. 1 

Far happier is the swain of low estate 

From danger free, and stranger to debate ; 

He takes his wholesome food from nature'^ hand. 

The rich returns for harvesting the landl . . . > 

His cares are luU'd with moments of sweet bliss, . r 

His darlixkg diildren greet hioi with thmr }A8»A i 

His ev'nmg hours, in froycs passaway^ 

In laughter, jokes, and ev'ry harmless plajr*. ; .^ .3 

His mind is always in a qm^ states , . .. , ., ;.^^ , 

Content with fortune, and resigu'd te.f^., ^, .. ,; , ^/\^ 

But those poor mortals, doom'd to b^ or roam> 
Taste not the joys which peasants cim ^ boiyie^ <, .^ » \ 
sraB^QON. i . 7 

You reason wrong;, for in a general way». 
Observe the rich and poor ; which are- most gay? 
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Has not exprnence unto Hylas tftught, 

The rich man's face is tnark'd wiih deepest thought' 

Poor folks laugh loud and often, but not so 

The rich and mighty— laughter they scarce kntfW I ' 

HTLAS '* 

'Tis true ; for oft wUle tending of my sheep, ^ '^ 
I've seen great folks iu medttatbn deep ■ 

Ride by, appearing lost in woe and thought^ ' ' ^ 

While passing beggars laugh'd and car'd for noti^i ' 

STBSPHON. ' * 

Strange passions Hylas, rage within man's breast/ '^ - 
Passions which never let th' ambitious re^t; ^^ ' 

Ambition is a cnise, and few axe free .' ;Mj > 

From its sad pow'r, 'midst all the great we see. 

liYLAa. ' ^ 

It must be 1S0, or why tiiose chiefe so sad 
Who feed on dainties, are with honours clad? 
For whom proud ships to various climates sail. 
And treasures waft back, with each fev'ring gale; 
d2 
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For whom the peasants labour, artists toil, 
Some plough the ocean, others plough the aoil; 
Both land and sea^ to heap thorn weaJtl^ combiniiy > 
And art and labour, for their pleasures join. 
Rice food, fair garments, and the choicest wine. 
Are claimed as rights, by this much honoured line. 

STBBPHON. 

And vain is all, for wealth cannot content 
The man whose nund on pride and pomp is bent; 
Not all the honours of a state can'sootbi 
Or satisfy ambition; its self love 
Can know no end; it ever craves for more^. . 
And is a gulph which does all good devour/ >. 
He who in youth, one step advances c». 
First feels ambition, and he thinks no wrong 
Can ever spring from such a welcome guest; 
'Tb thus the venom's nourished in his breast. 
Sometimes it flatten, and be rises high. 
Succeeds in all things which he dares to try; 
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But clad in ermine, cover'd o'er with stars. 
Numerous his titles, sound from hurt or scars, 
Loaded with treasures, blest in love and health. 
Prince of a state, and master of its wealth — 
All can't avail; ambition proves his curse, '^ 

Some trifle stops him, and what can be worse? 
Some spot of land, some honour he would gain; 
Alas! he fails, and now is fiird with pain; 
Perha|» some rival, fsivour'd at his cost 
Causes deep grief, for what vain hopes have lost. 
No longer lucky, see him pine with woes, • ' ^ 

And curse kind fortune, where so much he owes. - ' 
Such is ambition j whether it succeeds ^ ^ -' 

To highest pow'rand- to the greatest deeds, '^ 

Or when it- folk, at any stage between . ^ ^^ 

The dawn of premise, and crown'd laurels green. 

HVLAS. 

Wrapp'd in surprbe, I listen to you friend ; ' 

I mutely listen, and I close attend. 

For all is new you bring to my pleas' d ear, 

You know the world, nor need man's schemes to fear.- 
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Yet it seems strange, where wealth and rank pravail^ ' 
Ambition's sting the bosom should assaU. ' » 

But tell me, Strephon, have you felt the smart 
Of curst ambition, rankle in your heart? - 

STRBPHON. 

I felt it Hylas in a small degree 

When made a serjeant, but it fled from me, 

For soon I found promotion at an end 

For one who had no wealth, or pow'rful friend / 

A Belgian too; how could I hope to rise 

In a French legion, where French int'rest Iks? . 

HYLAS. ' »'^ 

'Twere vain to hope it. No one aided yoli ^ '. • i 

STRBPHON. 

No help I found. I had no friend, 'tis true; 
Nor could my stubborn spirit learn to bend 
To ev'ry meanness, that I might ascend ; 
For I was honest, knew my state too well 
To noise my wrongs, or on my actions dwell. 
But to get on in military fame. 
To gdn promotion, and a martial name, 
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To please the obief, and win his useful praise 

In war's dispatch, men stoop to dirty ways. 

The candidate Aould flatter, bow, and lie, 

To b1\ above him ev'ry meanness try 

That mortals know; but onoe raised o'er the crowd 

The tale is diffrentf he may now be proud, • ^ i 

Audacious, noisy, arrogant and vain. 

Then what he covets he may hope to gain. 

IVe rarely known a modest man ascend 

To lofty rank, though skilFd, and virtue's frien j. ^ 

The bold and cra% libertine thrives best. 

Who has no kind of virtue in his breast. 

He systematically gains his ends 

By sacrifice of principles and friends. 

HYIiAS. 

Oh Strephon ! what a cruel case is this. 

STRBPHO 

Judge not so soon, or you will judge amiss; 
Fve painted curst ambition to your view 
In a just light, with colours shaded true, 
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For let the upstart gain wbat'er he may, 
He lives unhappy, fifi'd with jealousy^ 
Envious of all who may dbove'ldin tiae. 
Nor will content be his, though ri<^ the pt^zeu^ 

Then is high rank and pow'f of so avsBB 
And wUl our prince's good endeavdnrs ML? \ 

8TRBPH0N. 

They cannot ML; his bounty' does wide fixw, 
Which well the widows and the orphans know. 
His charity extends o'er all the land. 
And soothes distress and want wl& geiilrotis hand) < 
J]is fostering care difiuses geniallieat • . ' 

From the low beggar, to the begging great; 
Thus wealth and power, in noUe hands, dispense 
The gifts of God I an ample tecompeiicQ 
For all our toils and cares. Be but content. 
And fortune's choicest gift to man is sent. 
Content is happiness, 'tis bliss divine, 
Contended be, and evVy care resign ! 
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HTLAS. 

I'll be content, s^d never will c<«iplaiD, 

give me tooi^ and keep me free from fokt, 
Is all my. pnay'r, k all my vrbk below I 

SrBBFHON. 

And it is all kind heav'n can bestow, .!: r [ 

When raiment's added.. He who tcAls for bread*' t/ 
And in the meanest hovel rests his bead^ 
Though poor, is happy, if his mind's at rest» 
Nor can a sov'rei^ feel more truly blest l , ,, /, 

HTLAS. 

1 am oentent, from you this lesson flows, 
Strephon I thank you for my nund's repose< 

ss:rbphon. 
Then rest in peace, and I will do the same, 
Wrapp'd in «oft joys, in ^uiet Sylvan £Bune ; 
But if kbid fate decrees me length of days, 
The sacred muses will inspire my lays ; 
And make it mine, in lofty strains to sing 
The noble actions of a Belgic king ! 
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Should war disturb us, grand will be my strain. 
For I shall sing a hero and his train; 
Victorious combats and immortal fame. 
Heroic verses from my muse will claim ! 
But if sweet peace contmues, on this ground 
My happier song with gentle deeds will sound; 
The arttt of peace, fair commerce, and rich soil, 
The fruits of vnsdom, and the monarchs toil. 
These shall I smg; for Belgium must be great. 
So ably rul'd, though peace or war her fate! ! 
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PASTORAL THE THIRD. 



StreplDon anil WiislMf 



THE ARGUMENT. 

This pastoral dialogue takes place ten yean after the tiP9 
former, and it appears bj it, that Strephon obtained a wealthy 
wife and is blest with two children. The Prince of Orange's 
marriage is moDluNied, and Stasphoa compares the ]mig*s cuodttct 
to that of the great Ptolemy Philodelphus, and rdates various 
anecdotes of different monarchs and wise chiefs; concluding by an 
earnest wish that the Prince may fiiDow the steps of his Father 
and all these great chiefs, and that a long line of kings of his 
race may reign after him on the Belgic throne. 



HYLA.S. 

Ten years have pass'd since Strephon has retoni'd 
Safe from those wars which peace for Belgium earn'd; 
Ten years have pass'd, and undisturbed we rest. 
In peace and plenty our rich country blest. 
Your warlike cares, my friend, may well subside, 
For time yields pleasure, it so smooth does glide. 
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STREPHON. 

True are your wordsj ten years have sweetly past 

Since my return, a wand*ring, poor outcast! 

Since on this bank my weary'd limbs reclin'd. 

To tell my tale, and greet a friend most kind. 

How chang'd my life since then, peace fills my 

breast. 
And 'midst domestic joys my hours are blest. 

HYLAS. 

Ah, Strephon! well I deem'd that you would wed, 
After long wars enjoy the peaceful bed 
Of nuptial love; and happy is your lot, 
A cheerful partner, with lai^e dow'r youVe got i ' '^ 
Two children bless your days, and many khie^ : ' ' 
Oxen and sheep, good horses, fowls, arid swJnc; ' 

A pleasant dwelling, and a cheerful wife 
Are yours, to solace care and sweeten life. 

STRBPHON. 

These blessings are all mine, nor all my store, 
[ boast good friends, and man can boast no more. 
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You merit frieads> your< friendship to repay. 
No warmer heart than Strephon's beats this day« 

STEBPHON. 

Enough good Hjlas, we each other know, 
A truce to compliment^ 'tis friendship's foe. 

HTLAS. 

I often muse upon your dangers past, 
From fire, from sword, and vivid lightnings blast. 
From thirst, from faipine, hurricanes at sea, 
Spanish stiletto, and vile slavery. 
In various climes, and num'rous perils mote. 
Which you have boldly frus'd, and nobly bores 
On these I muse, and wonder at pass'd woes, 
Until a hajqpier theme from mem'ry flows: 
Strephon, I think bow easily you gain'd 
The richest wife^that shepherd e'er obttun'd 
On these our plains; your pipe and warlike tale 
Won the fair prize, the frurest of the dale* 
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Had your sires toird a century^ or more^ 

With a iitock'd farm, they had nol he^'i the store > ' 

Which Strephon claims; now far the wealthlest'S^miii 

In lands and cattlc> of &is fertile plain; 

One day gave all, the nuptial knot was iied# 

And Strephon's was the wealth, and lovely hride; 

Your twenty years of foreign toils and care 

Are part rewarded by a fSaite so £air. 

STRBPHON. 

I'm overpaid; Pm debtor to kind fate; 
No toils of mine deservQ so bless'd a state I 
If pure felicity is felt below, . j ' 

. :'Tis mine that pure felicity to know. ' * 

A faithful wife, as loving as she's &ir. 
And two sweet childrieai now demand my C|ffe; 
A good estate, and wealth of ev'ry kind, 
A healthy body, and a peaceful mind ; 
All these are mine, and choicest blessings more. 
Kind fnends«-«-who make my cup of sweets brim o'er! 
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HTLAS. 

Sinqe wiih our pastor you beeame so greats 
You've studied books my fneud, at no small rate; 
You read with him and talk of ancient times, 
And mighty men, who fought in various climes; 
And some who wrote, sweet poets long at* vest 
Yet still alive^ and in their writings blest ! 

SrTBBPHOK, 

Hylas, I've learnt no less fipom books than man. 

Knowledge is sweety obtain it how we can ; 

'Tis cheaply bought, thou^ dangers we should &oe 

Of pestilential clime, or hostile race^ 

But books, leam'd book, are treasures. we should 

prize. 
They bring, all dimes, all knowledge to our ey^; 
They teach both pass'd and present, and they tdl ' 
How we should live to thrive^ and serve Ood well. 

RTLAS. 

I am unskiird, nor have I time to spare. 
My home affair? and flocks require my care ; 
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But I delight to chat the eve away > 

At your fire side, to mark whftt ibe^ .y<m-s«iy, v A 
And what the pastor ui&s, for 'twixt fm two 
I'm always pleas'd, by bearing someththg neVr, 

gfTRBPHOK. ' ' ' 

I augur'd w«Il sw^t peace, would bkss this sbii ' ' 
For many years, nor troops our honied despoil; 
That conscript laws no more would us molest, ' ^ 
Nor peaceful shepherds to the wars be pi^esfl;. " '^ 
That happy peasants long would till this ground, '^> 
And each whole year in rural joys abounii^' - 
That fisinners here would reap thd land^'^Bey ' 
sow, ■•' '" ■-.:•' ' ' •' i^-----i i 

And from good crops and cattle itch woiM ^^r 
While honest shepherds felt bo joy or -cafe, 
Bdt tending sheep, and piping to thefiir. 

HTLAS. 

O, may these happy days continue long ! 

STRBPHOK. 

To peace and wisdom these rich days belong. 



// 
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Our monarch's skill to govern, far exceU 

All we Jia4hQp*4~for, onihat kist'ry tells 

Of and^ kitiSB. Tis now the Nassau line 

In the pm'cl ar(a of peace superblj shine ! 

No words of mine can justice do the king. 

He wisely rales heyond my pow'r to ang; 

SuflSce tosay, no nation of oursize,. 

Is half so rich, and none so &8t does jrise 

In strength or means ^ proofs of the monarch's zml^ 

And^ baf^y talents for the public weal. 

Fair comnieD^, with proud scimic^ and rich art, < 

Thjur tttonyst treasures to this clime, impart. 

Fishing and Agriculture, fill the state 

Wilb ppreoiouft food, sold at an easy rate. 

William the fixst ah^ndance thus bestows. 

From bis parental care this blessing flows; 

Posterity will venerate his name. 

And distant ages celetuate his &me; . 

Founder of kings to sway the Relgic line, 

Belgium and Holland to one sceptre join ! 
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HTLAS. 

This you foretold; you said it would be sOy ' 

That under William we should mighly grow j ^ 

A prophet sure in my old friend J find. 

You tell so true, your words dwell in my mind^ 

Ten years ago, to me your friend, you said 

Our prince's influence from Siberia led 

The captive train, that miserable band. 

But for the prince had perish'd on that land. 

Which since is prov'd, the nuptial knot which tied 

The emp'ror's sister, did the point decide. 

When our prince won t|iat lovely maid, 'twas clear ' 

To the great czar of Ru^ia he was dear. 

'T was a brave match, our prince imdbly wed. 

All that is great or lovely shares his bed; 

The emp'ror's sister was a lovely prize, ' 

A dazzling meteor to imperial eyes. 

E'en the French emptor's self could not obtain 

So great a treafiure on his throne to reign. 
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HTI^AS. 

I've seen her Sirephon, what a lovely fair, 
And yet so grand, .to vi«w her I scarce dare ! 

STRBPHON. 

Grand as she is, no pride disturbs her breast. 

She loves the prince, and by his love is blest; 

A tender mother and a £Eiithful wife 

Prince William boasts, to soothe and bless this life. 

She is ador'd throughout the Belgic clime. 

All classes love her, in her praises join; 

May she live long in peace is my warm prayer. 

On Belgium's throne to breath our native air. 

HYLAS. 

I join you Strephon in that ardent pray'r ; 
May heav'n show'r blessmgs on the lovely fair. 
We shepherds wish, and that her race may sway 
l^hese realms for ages, happy as this day. 

STREPnOK. 

A fruitful mother yields full hope of this 
For Belgium's peace and lasting happiness^ 
fi2 
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While the wise conduct of the best of kiogsr, 

A precedent for all successor's brings^ 

Strict justice, Hyltis, and economy 

Of public treasure in the king we see; . 

The taxes now are ligbt, and cease to press^ 

On any class, they cannot well be less; 

The debt is small, and daily smaller grows 

This legacy of war and foreign foes; 

No neighbouring state, with us at sea can oofi^ ' 

Their mighty debts must rdn that proud hope ; 

And make them yield just rights tbegr Bhoiild; obtain^ 

Fat smaller states more free from debt to .gainLA .■ i 
C^ Thus misruled nations, in vain wars engigfe^ • : {-'I 
> And waste the people's wealth m futile ra^^; \ -* 
' Destroy the best resources of the elime^ ... 

Then, when aggrieved, tfo more in strife dare join. 

Curst is that country, where the chief Is Tain> 

Allur'd by flatt'ry, or from war seeks gain; 

Commerce soon quits those ports where she's disia^st 

By heavy dues— in them she cannot rest. 
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But to our porti, noh ships, with cargoes proud, 
Sure of success^ in endless uainbers crowd. 

We must grow mh; you clearly ^bow the oajMe . 

Springs from the Id&g's. ripe judgment and sound laws; 

But Strephon, say, if; learned books can tell, 

Did anci^t monaiebs ever mie so well? . 

Did any state in pow'r so rapid me? 

Do (rfber men, tike you, sound judgment prize ^ /• 

8TRBPH0N. 

OnM-DadiTs wm, f the wisest <^ the wise) 
To kiflgs and judges^ justice does edvise. 
To searA.ib€mr comMels, and attentive heaif 
Ev'ry eempiaint, for nlen to God are d^r. 
And claim respeci bom kings— if Grod th^y fear I . 

My bible teaches this, the book of kings 
To ev'ry Christian this fair knowledge brings; . 
And the anoo^ song of Solomon the wise» 
Full well 1 know strict justice does advise. 
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STRBPBON, 

In Homer's time those kings were deem'd the 

best, 
Who j«dg'd the truest, apd sil wrongs redrest. 
Philip of Macedon first trained Ihe bands, 
Bequeathed his son brave subjects and rich iands;^ 
To win great states, or Alexander's name 
Had long since perish' d, long been dead to &me. 
Wise Ptolemy his captain, who possest 
Egyptians throne, left stores for ends more blest 
To his lov'd son, proud Egypt's greatest king, 
The secoqd Ptolemy, whom poets sing 
As PhilodelphuQ, he men*s welfare sought 
With zealous care, his prudence riches brought 
From ev'ry clime; fair commerce was his aim, 
And trading people from each nation came, 
They fiock'd to Egypt, the rich Nile appeared 
A crowded forest whither all ships steer'd ; 
Great Ptolemy for justice was renown'd. 
No king more learned ever ruVd that ground; 
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His cares to art and science did extend, 
A gen'iouB patroD, and a. zealous friend, 
lib'ral to all, magnificent as gieat, 
The wealthiest monarch that e'er bkss'd a slate; : 
Cities he built, more, numerous than before. 
Were known to flouii^ on that fertile shore; 
Full thirty thousand towns his pow'r obey'd, 
And numerous kingdoms his rich sceptie sway*d; 
Vet sxuki his skill, by eaay dues of trade, 
That he grew rieher, and all claimants paid, 
The poet 8 friend, ^Theocritus does tell— 
Theocritus, who sung the queen fiiU well. 
And her great son, for Ptolemy's great name . . • 
And Berenice's live to deaithkss fjGune ! 

HYLAB. 

I'his monarch's deed& seem handed down witii skill. 
Pray tell me^ did his race the tltfone long fill? 

STABPflON. 

Long ruVd his race, while Egypt bore great sway. 
For seventeen ages commerce did obey 
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That mighty pciwV ; i^a ragn'd th* qmtm i olirf^ 
Form'd by this kiog, of whoHti tlie |)a«t «^4( .- ; V 
''No bard at Bacchm' ^fc0tmll appears. 
Whose lyre has pow'r to idiasm.'th^ ^i»«idl'4!eMf%r 
But he br^t hOiioai« aad MisiariB haf acis^ ; ;i , 
Due to his merils^ equal to h»«rta; a * 

And poets henoe for deatUess song lenowi^'d,. , 
The gen'tous &me of Ptdtemy resound. / : f 
At what iiK»6 glortoui^ can the wealthy \eim,.^ :. 
Thaa ifaus t^ purchase &k and lasting .iii»n<^ 
The great Alteide ti|]Sfdoae.ei90j> ..^ 

While all the wealth and iq>dl of pIji»ikr'4.!Tl93r> 
That 'scap'd the- raging flame or whefaningrjeav^j 
Lies buried in ' oblivions greedy gmv6? V ,. 

BYLAB. -i 

'TIs pleasing Stfi^hon, thus to beax yon teU ; / 
Of kings who govem'd mighiy states .so itfie)}>< 
Ages and ages pass'd; 'tis strange to hear. 
And yet more strange, men still their names 
revere; 
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JM if TkMarittts had fui'd.io wriU, 
The dd«di xd jPiolemy liad 9unk in mgbt. 

. sruraoiir, 
Tbcg^had flo-Hylte ; iune re<|ai9Q8 ih» .aid / 
Of a choice p«n, or soon ii sinks IQ sbad0! 
In later times Augostm Ciesar piDv'd 
That perfeei jnstioe makes a monardi lov'd. 
A fieithery and a fisend gnat G«s«r reign'd 
Belov'd by (all ; his mighty pow'r sastain'd 
By wisdom, for the whda known world obey'd 
The peaceful sceptre his ripe judgment sway'd.. . 
Yel lhk( great emp'ror left his stately throne, 
To nake'ihe conse of pover^ Us own, 
He pleaded at' the bar, nor spoke in vam 
For an old warrior— he his cause did gain! 
And, greater still, reproof he paUent heard 
From the ag'd veVraa, who the suit prefer'd* 
E'en when Macenas dar'd this emp*ror greet 
As a loath'd tyrant, bid him quit the seat 
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Of justice; wise Augustus clearly «aw 
He must have err'd, ha^e varied from just law. 
Nor lent his ear to meroy ; be then trod 
From his proud seat^ and thanks was seen to 
nod. 

Pray tell me, in that virtuous emp'ror's reign 
Did not proud Rome her greatest pow'r attain ? 

. ST9SPH0N. 

She did; and near four million souls she bore; 
No city matched great Rome, since or before. 

HYLAS. 

A wondrous crowd to feed, and to pioRride r . 

With work and homes, and ev'ry want beside; 
To keep in order, their commotions stay. 
By wbdom guide, and teach them to obey. 

sraEPHON. 
And yet most happy was his peaceful reig»« 
Quite free from tumults to create him pain ; 
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His laws were good, and worthy men in place. 
Men who did justice to the human race. 
Thus all wise kings the public interest guide, 
And choose good m^ o'er buraness to preside; 
The people's lov^ awaits impartial sway, 
And powerful justice they in peace obey. 

&¥LAS. 

I grant it Strephon, for I see its true. 
Belgium now proves what a wise king can do. 

STREPHON. 

E'en a wise chief, presiding o'er a pow'r 
Of trifling size, may num'rous blessings show'r. 
The Florence Duke Lorenzo, thus did guide 
That little state, then Ttaly's chief pride; 
With great Augustus Aien his name compare, 
He priz'd the arts, and learning was his caro; 
Of Medici's wise race, he wisest shone, 
No state like his for talent then was known. 

HYLAS. 

Happy the country bless'd by such a sway, 
Where justice guides, men cheerfully obey. 
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ffiTRBPHON. 

Prad'jick the great ct Pxvauia, dar'd oppofie s 
MoBi rnigblj states; he conquered nun'voiu Ibes 
With trifling force; bat 'twas his fstber s ekili 
To fami that foioe, and the rich tieas-iy fill. 
*Tb thus wise kingB prepare aa easy way, 
For able sons to gain still greater sway. 

HTIiAS. 

Great Frederick* was a king ci dreaded Cmdm^ 
For justice strict to less renown'd his nafne, 
QS all the telas yoa tell of men's good dee^s^ 
Hb justice done the miUer, none excee^> > •/ 
He traveird fiir to scrutinize his cause. 
And stripp'd the judge for tampering with the laws ; 
Made the proud lord who this poor man had wrong'd 
Fourfold repay what bad to him boIongM. 

STBBPHON. 

Of various other chiefe I could relate 
Exalted deeds, but more I need not state; 
These will suffice to shew, that zealous care, 
Wisdom and justice are by no means rare 
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To find 'mongst priooes^iMthmt wise men oft reign 
Belov'd through Ufe, and doomed to lasting faitee! 
And though I doubt' it not/ yet may out ptinice ' 
Rival tbo9e. chi^ «'eii greater skill evince^ 
Shall he my pray't : may he a tfatoiie st8c«nd,' 
To bless the people^ be their guardian friend. . 
May wisdom guide him, steady to pufsue 
Virtue's sweet path^ his judgment's always true! 
May poets ^ng bis deeds to distant times^ 
Ever to lifFe in their luxuriant rhymes! 
May love^ end health, and peace, crown all his ihhe, 
And a &OK0 ftACB of kings prolong his linel! 



END OF STREPHON AND HTLASp 
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PASTORAL THE FOURTH. 



(TQetiot anil CKeron* 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Tlie subject of this pastotral is the loves of Lubin and Annette^ 
and the Dialogue takes place between Oeron (Annette's father) 
and Thenot (Lubin's unde) in Thenot*s garden, upon Oeron> 
coming there in search of his daughter. 



THENOT. 

Friend Geron, I rejoice to see thee here. 
Welcome fo France, and to our homely cheer; 
The richest wine my cellar can afford, 
And the best food, for thee shall grace the board** 

GERON. 

Thenot, of thee I've often bought good kine^ 
Oxen and sheep, large bullocks, apd fiat 9wine, 
And paid their price in coin of Belgic state. 
Of purest gold, and of the fullest weight; 
To thee my heart felt warm'd by kind regard. 
But Thenot, it has met a sad reward. 
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THKNOT. 

E'er tbou accuse mo Geron^ pray impart 
The grief that preys upon thy honest hearty 
Tell the suspicions which oppress thy brait^ 
Let Thenot prove that he is not to blame. 

-^ GBRON. 

It may be so; and 1 with joy should hear 

My friend excused, for Fve strong grounds to 

fear 
He's much in ftiult; yet Thenot I will try 
Thy truth, by telling thee my misery. 

THENOT. 

Then rest thee Geron from the sultry heat. 
And on this bank, beside me take thy seat ; 
The shade is thick, nor shall we feel the pow'r 
Of solar rays beneath this spreading bow'r; 
Or Geron, say, before thou tell'st thy woes 
Thou'lt take refreshment, and enjoy repose ; 
That to my house our steps we first may bend. 
To rest and solace thee— most valued friend*. 
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GSRON. 

Thenot^ from thee $uch offers I decline. 
Nor food, nor rest, nor e'en thy cheering wine. 
Shall glad my soul, unless I deaily see 
My ancient friend is still a friend to me: 
My hone is hous'd and I will sit me here, 
Until I've hrought my story to thine ear. 

THENOT. 

'Tis good; and I will clear myself from hlame 
As sure as fate— for Thenot is my name 

GBRON. 

I'hou knowest Thenot, I have led a life 
For five long years depriv'd of my good wi&^ 
Alas! she died, dear partner of my bed. 
And with her my best joys for ever fled ; 
But still some bliss remained to soothe my care, 
A lovely daughter, loveliest of the fair. 
My partner left, my pride and my delight, 
For whom I toil'd the day, and pray'd at 
night, 
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My hopes and views, once centered in the maid 
And her warm heart my kindness well repaid. 

THBNOT. 

I know the fair/ the lovely Annette's charms 
Have filled far distant swains with love's alarms/ 

To rear the girl has been myanxibiis caib/ 
To make her good» as heav'n has form'd her fair 
My constant wish, my study, atid my pride, 
And for this end, no cost have I denied. 
My ample stores with pleasure I have spread^ 
My fleeces sold, and seen my cattle led ' ' 
To market, that flair Annette might 'command 
The ab'lest mastbrs of fair Belgium's land. 
And when she plays, whose notes do sweetei^ 

swell? 
And when she sings, whose song doe^ her^s excel ? 

THISNOT. 

I know none Geron; none with her compare 
In song or music, 'midst our sylvan fair< 

F 
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GBAON. 

I liv'd for AnneiUil saw her beauties rise 
With the lov'd fondness of a &tber's eyes ; 
Trac*d ev'iy virtue as k stronger grew» 
And fancied her ret^n pure and true. 
Believ'd her mind was £00^ above disguise. 
And as I knew her lovely, thought her wise. 
Deoeitfiil bop^ ; ah i never to return 
Annette, so late my pride, I now must spurnw 

THBNOT. 

Say not so Geeon, for the maid is puve, 
Be of her virtue and religion sure ; 
Shun Hoi tiby ahild, Annette does not deceive. 
Nor can I aught i^aiaBi the maid believe. 

esROic. 
She was my joy, my only hope below. 
On Annette^ art and natme both bestow 
Their choicest gifts : alas, dispensed in vain, 
I hold iikiQim sent for my disgrace and paio. 
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THENOT. 

be not so sad, lei reason hold her sway, 
Conclude thy tale, and hear What I shall say. 

iThis may-day paas'd, I destined her to wed 
Young Cyoion^ whose warm heart by love was led 
To court the maid, to share his ample store 
Of wealth«»^m houses, lands, and richest ore/ 
He is the son of Toumay's wetfhhy mayor^ 
His only diild, to all his treasures heir; 
And mor^, is master of a large estate 
Left by an uncle, whilst his envied fate 
Gives -stores of gold, and numerocn sheep ahd kiiiey 
Devolving on him from the mother's line. 
His Ceither loves him» find approves his fbmB 
For my fidr daughter, covered now with shames 
Shp was ei|^te^, the day fix'd on to shai^ 
fiy wedded rights, the wed & of Toomay's heir ) 
But all my hopes are blighted, she is gone, 
Fled from her fatherw-never to return ! 

f3 
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THBNOT. 

Believe not so; all, all is for the best. 

She must have lov'd her partner—- to be blest^ 

GBWON. 

Oh^^Waj^iAy id&rA, ere sol his beams display'd^ 

Annette was gone, in plain attire arraj'd; 

Yes, bridal robes nntouch'd were left at home. 

That the sly maid in cbaisest , gaib might roam; 

All was confiision, grief, and wild despair. 

In my sad bouse, poor Cymon, mad with care, 

Vow'd dire revenge,^ on whom he oguld not 

teU; 
The ^1 conceal'd her guilty flight so well. 
Five days ore pass'd, and I am come to thee 
To solve my doubts, and ease my misery. 
For I suspect young Lubin is to blame. 
That he has^ caus'd this trouble and this shamer 

, THENOT. 

It is 80 Geron, Lubin won her heart. 
But Lubin has not acted a base part; 
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He is the soul of honesty and love^ 

As ev'ry action of his life can prove; 

At various times when flocks he has oonvey'd 

To thy abode^ he saw and loV'd the maid. 

And who eould see her? What youth view he^ 

channs? 
And live insensible to love's alanns ; 
He sigh'd for Annette, nor long sigh'd in vain. 
The charming girl soon felt a mutual flame ; 
He gain'd her hearty altho' he did not dare 
Declare his ardent passion to the &ir; 
But when the maid no longer could withstand 
Thy fix'd intention, to bestow her hand 
On Cymon, that dread man! with terror fraught, 
She fled, and from my dame protection sought; 
We saw her enter with surprise and fear, 
But needs must r^fiige give to one so dear ! 
She told her tale, her artless' tale of woe. 
Her face in blus 
A piteous sight 
Thy lovely girl. 
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Lubin till now had nevef hop'd to gfdn 
Th^ beaut'ous mi|id«-»wfaote iniagt fir'd hb brain; 
He thougl|t her lost, aad pin^d in hopekiB oare« 
Tho victim of lovers panioo, and despair; 
But now he livesy his tool wnpt in sweet bliss, 
por Annette^s fifee, and hope makes Annette his, 

OBftOV. 
An^ wher^ i« AfineUe? the ungratefiil maid! 

THIBNOT. 

The virtuous girl r^ts sale where she's oonvey'd, 
We heard her tale, then judg'd it right to send 
Thy daughter to the miinttpn of a friend 
Some few league dist^nt^ mad my spouse is there 
To soothe the gentle bosom of thy &ir } 
Prudenoe forbade het hither to remain, 
Least Lubin mcve aceess to her might gain, 
Meanwhile I sent a note to ease thy^ mind 
To hint that here your Annette you mi^t find* 

GBRON. 

This act at loftst was friendly — it was right 
To move young Annette from thy Lubin's sight 
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Ah, GeronI thou ait cruellj deceived. 

Honest yovoBelf, you readily bdiev'd. 

And deemed ano&er good; but leani from me, 

Thy Annette has escap'd much misery, 

Young Cymon's days are spent in ev'ry vice, 

He drinks, and swears, and hazards wealth on dice ; 

And near this place, from Tirtue's path he drew 

A farmer's daughter, one whom well I knew; 

And hence an offipring-*-both are destitatoy 

Disown'd by Cymon^^lust's deserted fruit! > 

While his largd debts exceed his means to pay, 

However great his wealth report may say. 

Now tell me Geron, is the maid to blame 

Who has escap'd from ruin, woe^ and shame? 

GBRON. 

Alas, my friend, I never heard this tale, 

I thought him guileless, and how can he fail. 

Born of so good a parent? they mistake 

For Toumay's son, some squandering worthless rake. 
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rrHBNOT. 

I do not err my fiiend, the country rounds 

Know Cymon well, a scandal to this ground; 

The peasants hoot him Jience; ihough Toumay's 

heir. 
He is despis'd by shepherds and our &ir; 
And what 1 say I'll prove, to clear thy mind, 
Truth shall convince— the ill us'd girl I'll find. 

Thou still hast been sincere, and I thank fate . 
The truth is known ere knowledge came too late ; 
Annette, my love, I pardon thee thy flight. 
Some guardian spirit kept thee in his sight ! 

THBNOT. 

But Geron, what a contrast I can bring 
To Cymon's vices, should I Lubin sing ; 
So kind, religious, and so pure a yoiith 
Is rarely found—a steady friend to truth. 
Each social virtue dwells in Lubin's breast, 
W)^o with sound health, and manly grace is blest. 
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0BBON. 

I know the youth is handsome^ brave and good. 
And gains thee credit through the neighbourhood. 

THBNQT. 

I've train'd him humbly, made him tend the sheep, 
Oxen and kine, and my accounts to keep; 
He is a farmer skilful as the best, 
Knows when to buy aud sell, to work and rest. 
When best to'plough or dig, or mend the soil. 
To scatter seed, or in the harvest toil, 
None better know, nor how to rear and &ed 
The various cattle, and improve each breed* 
My flocks have much increased beneath his care. 
My lands produced more, and with smaller wear; 
AU I possess to JLubin I will give, 
Geron — but say for Annette he may live ! 
Say thou wilt grant thy daughter to his arois, 
By Hymen s knot secure to him her charms ! 
And thou wilt make the youthfal couple blest. 
While we my friend, shall pass our days in rest, 
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GEROK, 

Tkenoi, 'tis just the youthful pair should wed, 
I yield consent; may heav'n bless tiiek bed! 
For t feel sure thou would'st not aught declare 
Beyond the truth, 'gainst Toumay's wicked heir. 
But where b Lubin? let him hence with me 
In search of Annette, marry'd they shall be. 

THfiNOT. 

From early dawn the youth has been in quest 
Of straggling sheep, but wearied, now finds rest ; 
In yon umbrageous shade reclines his head 
And sweetly slumbers—volets his bed, 
And round him roses — emblems of his love, 
And her's«~whose heart the happy youth docs move 
To mutual bliss, most pleasing to behold. 
For their warm glances oft the secret told. 
Well may he rest, such raoHients rarely flow 
Sleeping or waking, as the youth does know; 
But Geron's words will realize the joy. 
Which dreaming hope bestows upon the boy; 
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So wake him friend, awake ifao happy youth, 
Delight bis beart<^reward his love and truth, 
Then to my bouse, with merry thoughts we'll go. 
There take refreshment, and forget past woe; 
WhUe for the chaise, the steeds my men prepare, 
That Lubiii and ouxaelv^ play bring the fair. 
And my good spouse, whose joy will be complete, 
When told, the lovers shall in wedlock meet. 
'Tis at my house the wedding shall take place, 
That all our friends the nuptial fepst may grace 
By full attendance, my best beer and wine 
Shall freely flow, and slaughtered sheep and kine 
Smoke on the board ; there all shall happy be, 
Neighbours and poor alike I hope to see 
At the rich feast^ for pleasing is the sight. 
When hospitable cheer kind friends delight; 
All will rejoice, the village shall be gay. 
That young and old may bless the bridal day. 
The day which yields fair blooming Annette's charms. 
And spotless virtues-— to her Lubin's arms. 
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GERON. 

Thenoty dea^ friend, I'll wake the happy boy. 
Then at thy house the dieerfiil glass enjoy. 
And be thoa busy till the knot is tied. 
Which m^es hxr Annette youthiul Labm's bride; 
For thou hast sav'd my girl and me the care 
Which threatened us from Toumay's guilty heir. 
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PASTORAL THE FIFTH. 



IDamoti anil ®oUn« 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Damon talks in laptnrea of Colin*s happiness, and complains 
of his own misery: Colin condoles with him, and demands to 
know the cause of his grief; on which he infonns Colin, he has 
long lored Sylvia, whose cruel parents have that day forced her to 
marry Condon, a rich old shepherd. Colin calms his friend, by 
communicating the news of Coridon*s death, who had been gored 
by a bull almost immediately after the nuptial knot was tied. 



How sweet friend Colin, is thy C&vour'd lot, 
Bless'd with a lovtBly wife to share thy cot; 
To cheer thee' when the toilsome day is o'er, 
And smiling greet thee at thy woodbm'd door; 
Prepare thy food, kept smoking for her swain. 
While the loVd in&nt lisps his father's name ! 
Such are the joys, my friend, that court thee homey 
And make thee happy when thy task is done ; 
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But, sad revetse, each eve I slowly tread, 
With heavy heart, the path to my lone shed ; 
There no companion greets me vrith soft smiles, 
Prepares my food, or my sad care beguiles. 

COUN. 

tJnbappy youth! I see thy constant gmt, 
Feel for thy &te, and pray for thy relief: 
No more thy toaefu) pipe delights eaeh swain/ 
With its rich notes enlivening all the plain ; 
No more the shepherd meets the tend^ mcud 
To hear thy pipe^ and dance beneath the shade ; 
Or quits his flock, forget&l of his care, 
To play and wanton with his fiiv'rite fimv 
On the lov'd spot, and underneath the tree 
Where heriond heartr first lost its liberty. 
Damon, those isys are pass'd^ and 'tis in vab 
We sigh to listen to tby well lov'd strain. 
For thou art sed, thy pi]^ is loft at I»ome, 
While on the mottBt&iAs thott dost wildly roam^ 
And fly the plains where shepherdesses meet. 
Waiting thy tune to stir their active feet; 
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In vain they wait, thy flocks 'are all thy obi&, 
Thou even scorn'st our loveliest sylvan hk; 
Then friend and neighboiir, pray to me impart 
The secret sorrows that oppress thy heart. 
Perhaps my spouse and I may soothe thy care, 
Perhaps assist in g&laing thy lov'd fair* 

DiUftON. 

From me friend Colin, ev'ry joy i» fled, 
* My pipe neglected hangs within my shed; 
Or oft times, on the mountains l«9s my care. 
And soothes my angaish with soi^ gloomy dr. 
But since my neighbour seeks my grief to know. 
Attend my tale, and listen to my woe. 
'Tis Sylvia (loveliest beauty of the plain) 
Who won my vows, and set my heart on flame, 
Nor we«*e nay tows uiAlest^ for in return 
She pligl^ed her's, and mutual love did bum. 
All was airang'd, the maid was to %e mine. 
The dowiy nam'd, in heifers, sheep, and kine; 
Her doating parents fix'd the nuptial day, 
And Sylvia, blushing, own'd her lover's sway. 
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The turtle doves^ now cooing on yon tree^ 
Ne'er felt ^ch bliss as then was felt by me. 
Judge thien n^y friend, the sojrow I have borne 
To lose my .Sylvia— from my bosom torn. 
Hard was the £sLte that forc'd me to resign 
The lovely maid^ whose heart was only mine; 
Cruel the parents, who, from sordid minds 
Sever'd the bonds that fond affection binds; 
And doom'd the maid (the fairest of this dale) 
To share a fade, she ever must bewail. 
Ah, neighbour Colin, and I live to name . 
That Sylvia, now is Condon's fEur dame ; 
That ancient shepherd, older thaQ her sire. 
Warms his chill'd bosom with her youthful fi^; 
Won by his wealth, her sordid parents ti^ t 
The withered shepherd to the blooming bride. 
Forswore the vows they'd plighted unto m^ 
And doom'd the lovely maid to misery I 
For though old Coridon has herds of kine. 
Oxen and sheep, buUs, heifers, goats andswin#, 
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And though he's master of a fertile plain, 
Where Ceres clothes the earth with yellow grain^ 
And of rich pastures^ where priz'd cattle grow 
As fiat and large as this proud land can show; 
Vet from these riches Sylvia will not find 
The sweet delights of lovers young and kind. 
Alas ! friend Colin, I have lost the fair, 
Gay hopes have vanish^, and I'm fill'd with eare^ 
My .muse is gone, Apollo's fled the plain, 
Nor left one merry note to cheer his swain. 
To me all's said, the warbling birds may sing^ 
But sweetesit songs no pleasure to me bring; 
Nor can the lambkins, wii^. their sportive play> 
Beguile one moment of the tedious day. 
I tread yon mountain with the rising sun, 
Nor seek my cot until its course is run, 
And no companion cheaxis me on the way, 
Save my old dog — ^who bisaia me company. 
Now tell me Colin, have I cause for woe ? 
Was harmless shepherd ever punished so? 
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Banish thy 90j:row, 6^ I can impact 

Unlocked, for ti^tu^ tMt will oalm /fiijr faieat^ 

Dead is tha swaio^-^old Cood^n's no more 

Dorcas, this mom,. Hffi n^W9i unto nais. bore; ' 

A fiuipos huU bre^e. G^qm the stall where tied^ 

And deeply gor'd bis master in the side; 

Dying,heilf^9 the bull] vmi'.kili.'d beioie. 

The shepherd,*8 friends e^iilil bear him to hb docK^' ' 

He only liv'd to will his^brid^ his wealth 

Eie bi9 s^ fl^ ^ frfune long^falesB'd witii haalth.. ' 

Alas, fhia newft h <traiii^; and I def^lfira- " '-^ 

The shepherd's md, pooTj Condon's ao^monr! * (■. A 
Ye heav'nly poweis, I bpw with hwuM^ piwy^'r: . 
To your decree whicfa kill ua or can. i^a^». ^ ; ' 

'Tis wise, my trmAt na$< diould wa giioBa aij 

fiite. 
Whatever is, is good; and suits onr siate.^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



80 

Soinei Wring god, in pitj to thy praj'r, 

Restores the freedom of thy b^ut'otis fiiir. 

Gives back thy Sylvia to het lover's arms, 

A maid and widow", bless'd with- aH her eharins ( 

The direful darf the nuptial knot was tied> ^ 

Fate snateh'd the btridegrootn from hi^ ohanrfn^ 

bride. 
Stem death then seiz'd YatOf but his wealth remains ' '' 
To vecompence tl^e for thy i^iort liV*d pains; 
So tune thy pipe, prepare the festive lay, 
For, moumiilg past^ Meceeds tlqr wod^g day, '■- ^ 
When ev'iy s^^n and ev'iy rustic maid, 
Will gaily danoe within the spMsfing shlul6. 
And hail with joy, tll» day ilie knot is tied, 
Which ^100 1Im» Sylviib, for thy blooming bridef* 
But friend, tiie ni^ dr&ws in, so lef s retire. 
To hold our converse by idy cheerful fire; 
My fcmih homely, bfit the luscious vine 
fhis night shall yield my neighbour generous win^^ 
« 2 
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And my good spouae, her Lappy joys imfpaFi^ 
On findbg grief has fled from Dosnon'^ lieairt; 

DAMO'N. 

Colin^ thy news has isaiiiab'd all my pain,' 

For Sylvia's free^ and Syhia I shall gain. 

For Coridon, a decent mourning past, 

And she is mine, the maid is mine at last t 

Her wealth I neither covet nor despise. 

She is alone, the treasure that I prize; 

The beaut'ous &lr will bless my faithful arms, 

And yield her lover all her blooming charms ; 

Still she'll be mine. - O, happy ! happy swaiii \ 

Sylvia alone I covet— and obtain. 

Now Colin, to thy hospitable h(»ue 

With lightened heart I willingly shall roam ; 

And at thy cheerful hearth, pray tell me more 

Of Sylvia, and repeat it o'er and o'er ; 

For grief is past, sweet joys will now be mine. 

With Sylvia I shall live in bliss divine I 
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Then let m haste, my friendy nnto thy home. 
To chat this m^ upon my &your'd doom; 
And to Apollo I shall tjane my. strain, 
He heard his shepherd's grief, and cnr'd his pain I 
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PASTORAL THE SIXTH, 



THE ARGUMENT, 

Daman asks Thynis why he has become so sady and ceased to . 

delight the yillagers by pUying upon his lute? Thyzsis strives to 
avoid telling the occasion of his voe, but Damon clainu the xi^ta 
of firiendahipy and insists upon knowing it; on which Thynif . 
relates his love for Phillis, ^md her death. Damon condoles with 
huxi, and Joins in the praises of Phillis; then invites Thytsiil 
to pass the evening with him ; and reoommends his resmni^ hia 
lute, and no longer giving way to despair. Thyrns accepts 
Damon*8 invitation, and promise to do his utmost to dispel 
care, n^ule he fpws to supplicate Apollo to afl|i|| hii||.i. .,t // 

• •''' 
DAMON. ., 

Why neighbour Thyrsis, have you ceased to play , 
The mellow lute, that stole our hours away; 
And won the heart of many a sylvan maid, 
When dancing to it in the spreading shade? 
'Twas then each shepherd daily met his fair, 
fo trip together to your sprightly air; 
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Tben the fond maid, reclinttig on her gwab. 
First own'd her bosom fett a mataal flianie; 
And the warm yonth. In ecslacy of blite, 
Snatch'd &6m her rosy lijps h MdlKng kiss ; 
Gay were those days, but they alus, ace past, 
And ouir lov'd Thywis fa With girief o'eircast I 

How cajl I, shej^berf, tUne thd hiefty strttin 
When njy heart's heavy, and o'ercbarged with 



Think yott my bredth can blow a waiiton air. 
When my KHirs globmy and oppressed with cAte ? 
No, neighbour, no ! no more I tund that lay, 
Which made the swains and shephbrd^sses gay; 
No more my song can pleasie the sylvail tfairi, 
Or set each fair maid dancing l^^ith her swain; 
That time is o'el*, thos6 happy days ^e past; 
And I, sad shepherd, am With Wdci o'etcast; 
Nor seek my friend, to leahi the cAU se of grief 
Too deeply settled, to admit relief. 
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DAMON. 

Forgive me Tbjrsisy if I seem to pry ^ 
Into the woes t)iat meke my frigid to sigbj 
My motive's good» for surely I should sham 
My brother shepherd's pleasare^ and hiacate: 
Bom in one hamlet/and by birth allied^ 
From tender age too, r9§/d up side by side, 
Our ^ews the same, our breasts no seeret kpew^ 
So open was our friendship, and so true. 
Then say, O Thyrsis, have I not a claim 
To taste your pleasi^e, and to share your pain ? 
Sure like fond brothers we should always live. 
Sharing the sweets and betters fate may give. 
Then tell n^e Thynus^ tell me ajl your woe: 
That I may share it-— when the cause I know. 

THTBSIS. 

Sad is the task, good Damon, to relate 
To you my friendj the cruelty of fiste; 
Grateful I own your kindness, and my heart 
N^'er felt a pleasure but it would impart 
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To you my neighbour ; yet of what avail 

To name the sorrow^ that my breast a$sail ; 

To tell of griafe which eannot be redrest, < 

Is but in vion.to torture Damon's breast. 

Yet, fiiend, fflQoe you so warmly seek to know 

Why I'm so alter'd, and so lost in woe, 

I'll tell you Damon ; yes^ I will impart ■•■ > 

The secret sorrows that oppress my heart. 

Tou knew those times, when plete'd to hear my atrain^ 

Each summer's eve a crowd of rustics came 

To the large elm upon you flow'ry green, 

By mountains sheltered, and of sky serene ; 

There as my lute struck up its meny note^. 

The drowsy warblers ceas'd to stir their throats, 

Tir'd with the day, the feathered songsters rest 

While busy thoughts employ'd the rustic's breast; 

The swains with fiavourite shepherdesses toy'd, 

And ev'ry bliss with innocence enjoy'd 

Then to my pipe would dance, and then recline 

JSeneath the elm, in pleasing talk to join. 
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Damon you knew ihose times; then weH migbt I, 
Who can't muse on them but to grieve and «igh ; 
The dying swan's most melancholy strain, 
Seems not more hopeless than my bitter pain, 
Fhillis ! the fairest, loveliest syWan maid. 
That ever danc'd within the elm's thick shade. 
Then won my heart, which was not lost in vain. 
For I the maiden's plighted Caith did gain ; 
The day was nam'd th^ i^uptial knot to tie. 
And the blest moment fast approaching nigh. 
When cruel fate deprived me of the fair. 
And doom'd my future days to woe and care. 
Fate snatch'd her hence, the lovely PhHlis.died^ 
Nor liv'd to be her faithful shepherd's bride; 
Who lost to ev'ry joy, now wastes each day 
In tedious cares, and weeps each night away. 
Say then, O Damon ! did you ever know 
A simple shepherd, with more cause for woe i 
Can I once more prepare the festive air, 
Fiir d as I am with misery and care? 
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Or do you think ihai I again can play 

Those tiote that stole the ihapheids' homv 

away? . 
No, never msr^ Ibose hippy days are o'er. 
And Tfaynis tuneff h» merry late no moie. 

DaMOV. 

Thynii, wvf Mmi, the tale yon now impart 
Has pierc'd your &itihfi)l Damon to the heart ; 
He feels youf woe*, and as a iriend does shave 
The pam yon snffinr for the dear, lost fisdr. 
Well may yon grief e, she was as sweet a maid 
As ever grae'd Apollo's &v'rite shade; 
Lovely in person, with a virtuous mind, 
And ev'iy chdrm and ev'ry graee combined. 
I knew her well, the fairast of the plain, 
Admir'd and Wd by ev'iy youthful swain : 
And well my Bei^d)our, may your heart be ton, 
For ev'ry shepherd did &ir Phillis mourn. 
Great is your loss friend Thyrsis^ yet your grief 
With time should lessen, and admit relief 
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Fate's stern decree oft cuts a tender tie^ 
And parents, children, friends, and neigbJbottts die. 
In vain we mourn, our sorrow can't restore . 
The friend, or parent, our sad tears deplore. 
Then why, good neighbour, waste your tinie away* 
And fly those pastimes which make shepherds gay? 
Long have you moum'd, and fled the sylvan ti:ain. 
Who meet to dance upon the flow'ry plain; 
Oft do they ask, what sorrow fills your breast. 
Makes you forsake the scenes where omce.so hl^sX? 
l^ere many shepherds ask for their lov'd sw^in« . 
And some kind shepherdesses — sigh your naxxi^'r . 
While you, alas ! are mourning a lost fair, . 
In grief, and solitude, and silent care. 
You've mourn'd too long, the pow'rs above decr^e 
That time shall yield a cure for misery. 
While the afflictions sent us from above 
We ought to bear as trials of heav'ns love 
Cheer your sad breast, 'tis sinful to despair, 
And tamely sacrifice your days to care ; 
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Your wrong the muse who taught you how to play 
The past'ral lute of sweetest melody ; 
And disappoint each anxious maid and swain, 
Who vainly meet to listen to yonr strain ; 
And neighbour, lean), it is a task I owe. 
To do my utmost to despel your woe; 
I am your friend, and shall assert my claim 
To soothe your bosom, and to share its pain. 
Thyrsis, w^'U pass this night beneath my shed, 
Where my good spouse her rarest food shall spread, 
Her well fed bacon, and her whitest bread; 
And my.best wine shall flow to make you gay. 
While on my humble reed I tune my lay. 
Now towards my rustic cottage let us haste. 
These rural dainties there unehvied taste; 
Then, in the mom, together we will roam 
In pleasing converse — to your sylvan home, 
There take your lute, and tune the mellow strain 
Against the eve — to charm each sportive dame. 
Our flocks we'll watch together ev'ry day, 
And I will sing the songs which you do play. 
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THTRSIS. 

t)ftmon, your soothing friendship does imipart 
A ray of oomfort f o my sorrowing heart> 
I'll to your home, there with yourself and Mr, 
This night, in converse dissipate my care; 
And in the morn, I'll tune my lute and playi 
In hopes to drive sad dreary thoughts away ; 
Our flocks each day, together we will tend. 
And I will fiaane a song to thank my fidend. 
Now Damon, to your peaceful home I go, 
T* enjoy your converse, and to soothe my tifoe^ 
To share your dainlles, and to taste- ycmr wine^ 
For to these joys my heart does now incline : 
And, if Apollo aids his Mthfiil swaia, 
I may be hap^y, may o'eroome my pain. 
Then, to Apollo I shall tune my lay. 
And in his praises often sing and play; 
While my warm hearty its gratitude shall show 
To friendly Dami>n«— who first eas'd its woe I 
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PASTORAL THE SEVENTH. 



Htmitfon. 



Beneath a nigged elm's wide spreading boughs 
Two shepherds pensive sat^ the one was dd, 
And silver'd were his locks; care mark'd his brow. 
And the deep furrows in his features, look'd 
As if by sorrow caus- d ; his shoulders stoop'd. 
And on a shepherd's crook Us chin reclined. 
As though hi» head was weary of rts weight : 
His eyes were fix'd, nor heeded he the least 
The younger shepherd, who' deep musing sat 
Upon the yerdant bank, near to his side. 
Wrapt up in thought, nor was it till a groan 
From the old shepherd came, that he look'd round 
On the ag'd man— and whOd be look'd, he-sigh'd. 
Strong was the figure of the younger swain. 
And manly were his features ; while his garb 
Though plainly cut, was form'd of finest wool j 
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He seem'd as if he was was superior 
To what he wish'd to seem, for his sad look 
When viewing the old man, was humbly meek. 
As though he saw his better, yet not so 
. The ancient swain appeared ; old were his clothes. 
And ragged^ and he look'd half famished : 
Simply to view him, could not fail to breed 
A sigh of pity in the gazer's heart, 
So true an object seem'd he of distress 
And humbled manhood, worn by age and care 
To pining penury, and loss of health ; ■ 
And thus the young man thought, for soon he said— « 
'^ Shepherd thou seem'st in trouble, tell thy woes 
To one whose bosom will thy sorrows share. 
And if his ample treasures can avail, 
Yield thee relief; should poverty alone 
Press on thy hoary head, to sink thee down 
Beneath her goading wants, thank heav'n she'll fiul ; 
For my warm mansion shall afford a home 
To shield thee from her pow'r, there wholesome food 
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And comfortable ralpaent wait tby use. 

And the dear partner of my life will strive 

To soothe thy carte. Methinks thy mien bespeaks 

Far brighter days; but do not mourn the past; 

For recollection of old joys oft brings 

Sad gloomy thoughts. Ah; once I had a sire ! 

Who had he liv'd till now, had been like thee, 

Wrapp'd up in years, and silver'd o'er by time ; 

But £eLte allow'd it not; far hence he died, 

Remov'd from all he pnz'd upon this daith. 

Nor had his son the melancholy, task 

Of closing his poor eyes. But what avails 

This tale to thee ? my object is to soothe 

Thy woes, not add my ^oomy thoughts to thine, 

To weigh thee heavier down. Then brother swain, 

Relate to me thy sorrows; and partake 

Freely of all the blessings that are mine; 

And at my cheerful mansion calm thy cares, 

And pass in gentle peace, thy griefs away. " — 

"Thy words speak comfort " the old man replied, 

H 
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''Unto my harar^'d soul; with joy I find 
So good a youth existing in these times, 
As thou dost prove thyself: right is thy guess 
That I have sorrow felt, and suffered woe ; 
And that pale want has pressed upon my age, 
Is also true; through dreary climes Fve trod, • 
O'er burning sands, wounded and destitute; 
Left amongst Pagans, in the battle's rage, 
My fate was slav'ry, and years past away 
Without a distant hope of liberty. 
But now my locks are silver'd, and old age 
Has crippled me, I tread again the ground, 
Wheroi when a stripling, I did skip and play, 
And gather strength ; but youth, no more of this; 
I thank thee for thy kindness, yet I trust 
Require it not. If fate for once prove kind, 
I have a son hard by, I hope like thee, 
Possessed of virtues which adorn the man ; 
Then I content shall be, and my old heart 
Forget its cares and troubles, while ray days 
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In peace and comfort glide. O ! be it so, 
And I'll no mere repine at stings of fate ; 
But thank kind heav'n, that hath kept in store 
This bliss for my old age : tranquil I'll live 
Until the taper of this life bums out. 
And Hi& th' Almighty's pleasure that I die. 
But tell me shepherd, for I long to know. 
Though dread to learn, is Coridon alive? 
And lives he at the mansion of his sires ? 
Answer me briefly, if 'tis so, but let 
Thy words come slowly, should the youth be dead; 
For he's my son» the o£ipring of my blood. 
And all my hopes are center*d in the youth !" 
"Delightful news! and art thou then the sire 
Of Coridon ? why, yes^ thy words bespeak 
That virtuous man's ; thy features too, appear 
Manly like his ; then sure thou art the swain 
So dearly lov'd and venerated here, 
While the sad news ofl; told us of thy death 
Is false. Ah, rapst dear, respected shepherd ! 
h2 
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Ador'd by all this country ; friend of all, 

And father too ; how will thy sons rejoice 

To hear this joyfiil news, for ev'ry swain 

Considered virtuous Cmdcm his nre ; 

Belov'd by all, but most belov'd by me ; 

My joy outweighs my words ; extend thy arms, 

Dear sire, for the embrace of Condon 

Thy son, thy gnlj son ! I am the youth 

Thou seekest here 1 now &r the haj^iest swain 

This country boasts ; blest with a virtuous wife, 

One soultee of grief alone I knew, and that 

Was for my sire ; but now he is vetum'd 

So wcmderiully to me, it is fled/ 

And all is joy within. Otellmesir^, 

Thy marvellous escapes? and by what means 

Thou did'st get from the bondage of the Turk > 

But this at our fire-ade. Now let us tread 

The path to thy old mansion, where my spouse 

Shall hear the gratefol words ; '' our fether's here ! 

And joyfully bestow her cares on thee ; 
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While I will join to soothe thy future days, 
And drive «ad sorrow from thy care W(»n heart. 
Then rise, my sire, towards thy mazision tread. 
Where peace and plenty will around thee dweU, 
And sweet content, thi^t richest blessing, Uve." 
" Praise be to heav'n; and is the day arriv'd, 
The happy day that gives me me back my son ? 
My pray'r is granted, my full wish is giv'n. 
My son's restored me, and my heart's at rest. 
Such a son too, the fond wish of the sire 
Scarce hop'd to find, however proud his hopes ; 
And thou art he, dear oSspring of my heart; 
'Tis strange that nature did not point thee out 
The moment that we met, for well I trace 
The features of thy mother, my good spouse ; 
That saint with whom my days so sweetly flew ; 
But why retrace those times to damp my bliss. 
When joy should fill my soul ? My son, we'll tread 
The path which in my youth I've often trod. 
And gaily skipt along, : and I shall rest, 
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Content to pass the remnant of my life 
filess'd with the converse of my well lov'd son^ 
And his dear partner. At the cheerful hearth 
Of my old mansion^ I'll minutely tell 
The cares and perils I have undeigone 
Since from it t last parted, woeful day ! 
But, let's no more of this ; I'll kneel and pray 
To God, for his great goodness, when thy arm 
May guide my tottering steps unto our home 
To thy lov'd partnisr. Join me now in prayer; 
Then to my ancient home let's bend our steps. 
To live in peace, content, and happiness.'' 
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PASTORAL THE EIGHTH. 



Wnw, or t^t HtMptV Sb^tp^nn^ 



Beneath a venerable oak 

An old man sat, and thus he spoke. 

Old and decrepid, here I wait, 

A beggar — in my native state ! 

Edgar, alas ! is doom'd to see 

This wretched day of misery ; 

Close to the spot where I was born, 

I am an outcast — quite forlorn ! 

Under this very oek I've play'd. 

And from the sun, oft sought its shade ; 

From school too, I have loiter'd here. 

And for the frolic paid full dear. 

But, oh ! those days are long since past, 

Too sweet and innocent to last. 

The friends I knew, alas, are dead. 

Or from this rural village fled ; 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



104 

While I must starve, or beg my food. 

Forgotten— wjierq I once was lov'd. 

If Damon liv'd, I should not be 

Left thus to pine in poverty; 

He was my friend and relative, 

But I have learnt he does not live. 

Now weak fiom wpun^ and straia'd by toil, 

I once more trea4 my native soil ; 

But, oh ! my country can't restore 

The blessings once to me it bore ! 

The sweets of health, the days of joy, 

Heav'n gave me when a sportive boy ; 

The maiden's innocenti kind smile. 

Which did my youthfol woes beguile ; 

Fond parents care, who watch'd my health, 

And priz'd me as their darling wealth ! 

A friend who lov'd me most sincere. 

From earliest youth unto me deai; 

And last, a sweet, kind virtuous wife. 

To smooth the rugged path of life; 
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These gifts my country did bestow, 
But soRow now alone I know. 
Hard is the fate, of which I tell, 
Sad the reverse, that has befel ; 
And chang'd the happy life I past, 
To be this vagrant— 'this outcast ! 
'Twas war, remorseless, cruel war. 
That forc'd me from this countiy fiur. 
To leave an harmless village liie. 
And fly my parents and my wife ; 
Quit too each blessing heav'n did lend, 
My future days in grief to spend. 
Oh ! shall I e'er forget the day 
. When from kind parents torn away ? 
When doom'd in agony to part, 
And rend my fond wife's doating heart, 
A heart — which ever beat for me 
With purest love and constancy ! 
Ah, no, while life reigns in my breast, 
The thought will not allow me rest, 
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Or have I ever pleasure felt, 

jSince to my soul this blow was dealt ! 

And, now, alas I no words can tell 

The troubles that have since befel. 

And daily multiplied to me, 

To this sad hour I live to see. 

In burning climes I've barefoot trod 

The heated dust, devoid of sod ; 

And in the rapid march mov'd first, 

When parch' d and struggling hard with thirst ; 

I've felt the fever of the west, 

(The Europeans dreaded pest) 

The plague of Egypt too I've tried. 

When crowds of comrades round me died; 

In Indian battles oft I've fought. 

When dang'rous wounds the victory bought; 

And my poor tatter'd frame can show 

Deep scars— receiv'd from many a foe. 

But now discharg'd, I am sent home, 

And to my native village roam, . 
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In eager hope to find my wife^ 

(The ancient partner of my life) 

And hear her lips in raptures say, 

" My husband/' and then bless the day ! 

But woe to me, she must be dead. 

Hard was the wretched life she led ; 

Grief, sure has brought her to the grave. 

And the sad tears for me she gave. 

Then since she's dead, I too will die,. 

Nor mutter e'en another sigh ; • 

For tears and murmurs only throw * 

On my old heart, the greater woe. 

So, to my God, I fervent pray 

For death — to drive my cares away ! 

And from my country only crave 

For my hard services— a grave ! 

Thus Edgar moan'd, thus told his grief. 

Feeling no hope to meet relief. 

But Damon liv'd, and list'ning near, 

The whole of his sad tale did hear ; 
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Then cried, '' thy wife is still alive, 
And at my home, Id health does thrive, 
Where thou shalt live no wants to fear, 
For, to my soul my friend is dear." 
Tins said, he offer'd to divide 
His stores with Edgar. — Side by side 
They walk'd away, in peace to rest 
At Damon's boose — by friendship blest ! ! 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



nnatttontit ttHe* 



TO MISS 



Apollo tun'd his pipe, and play'd. 
To charm a lovely, sylvan maid ! 
This god forsook the skies, to dwdll 
'Midst sheep and kine, to win the belle ! 
Then, great Apollo ! aid my stram. 
That I may sing a lovelier dame ? 
Anacreon sung with graceful care, 
His luscious verses please the fair; 
But, bm'i Anacreon's rhymes ne'er drew 
One-half the charms to Chloe due : 
Then, smooth LucuUus, constant strove 
With sweetest song to sing his love ; 
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And gay Catullus, strung his lays 
With tender themes, his fair to praise ; 
While warm Camoens, in rich strain 
Painted the maid he could not gain ; 
And Waller's brightest lines do bum 
With love^'that never knew return ! 
But, fEiirest maid 1 Apollo's lyre, 
Breathing that god's celestial fire 
In themes of love, would SeuI to raise 
Notes worthy of the Mt I praise ! 
Then, as smooth verse, and song divine. 
Can't sing thy charms, though they combine ; 
I will, from each fam'd poet, gain 
The sweetest verses to his dame. 
In part of what my song should be ! 
I'll othr up the whole to tAee, 



] 



Digitized by 



Google 



113 



SONG. 



Cupid ! sportive little boy, 
Prithee move my £air to joy ! 
Light a torch within her breast, 
That I may by love be blest ! 

Teach her tender heart to beat 
With affection's warmest heat ! 
On her pillow, make her prove 
Faithful sighs— sweet sighs of love ! 

Kindest echo, prithee bring 
On thy light and airy wing, 
Her soft sighs to my fond ear. 
Sighs— unto my sonl most dear. 
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Gentle Zephyr, from her lip 
Waft the balmy breath you sip, 
Waft it it pure— and FU instil 
Luscious sweets — until I fill ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



115 



SONG. — ANAckEONTic. 



B6j, bring me wUiii - ' ddicims tnae ! 

Fm{helK>l7lbruaniiikgUflL! ^^ 
'Twas nectar made the gods ^m0 ; 
Luxorious ne^^tar^ heanr'i^ • vriiM ! 

Enlivens e'en the sky; 

I'hen bring me wine, a luscious bowl i 

Foaming and sparkling high I 
And all that's mortal in my soul, 
Flush'd with rich wine, shall fly its goal, 
To revel in the sky. 
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TO SOPHIA. 



Tis said ambitioii caimet dweH 
Where love prasides ;— yet I can teH, 
That tale h any thifig but trae — 
' Tis my amUti&H to love you ! 
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TO MISS 



Happy the man who wins thy charms, 
And gidns thee to his favor'd arms ; 
For thy dear soul is dead to strife. 
And form'd for bliss in wedded life. 
E'en as the pigeon, free from gall, 
Thy body, soul, and heart, are all ; 
And substituted in its place. 
Is ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace ! 
And, in thy wit, thou dost outshine 
That of the muses, all the nine ! 
Yet is it of the gentle kind. 
Which pleases ev'ry list'n'rs mind. 
Free from that keen satiric vein 
That cares not where it causes pain. 
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In figure too, thou dost excel 
The Grecian, or Circaauan belle ! 
And if agcdn fam^d Raphael came,^ 
He'd tear his picture out of shame^ 
To see the Venus that he drew, 
So far surpassed in shape by you I 
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TO ELIZA. 



How oft, Eli^a, on Ae biaach 

You listen'd to my tale ; 
And though fond love I strove to teach. 
By tender looks, and tenderer speech, 

The subject ne'er grew Stale ! 

Soft joy would sparkle in your eye, 

Each happy time we met ; 
And never, love^ escaped one agh, 
Unta the cruel wwd Go&d-bj^ei 
Disturbed t|s as w'e sat; 

Our moments on the hapl^y shore. 

In pleasure thus did fly I 
And may kind fete allow of more. 
Of many, many, many, score 
Such momonls, ete we die ! 
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TO THE ROSE, 



Lovely rose ! luxuriant flow'r. 

Pride of ev'ry soil ; 
ril plant thee round my fav'rite bow*r, 
Steal to enjoy thy aweo^ each ]»>ur 

I can esoBL^e from. toil. 

The sweetest sweets exhale from thee^ 
To fill my frame with joy ; 
And in thy colours I can see 
Emblems of all Oat's dear to me, 
Or that I wish V enjoy. 

The rosy wine but copies thee, 

But imitates thy red ; 
While Mary's chedcs, and lips, 1 see ; 
So fancy paints those (Alarms to me^ 

When thou bloom'st in thy bed ! 
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SONG. 



Yon little bM, «o sweetly sings, 
Such transports to my bosom brings, 
That I feel lost to ev'iy care, 
When listening to his tuneful air. 

Free as the wind, the warbler flies. 
Spreading his wings towaeds the skies ; 
Both heaven, and earth, seem to inspire 
His downy breast with music's fire. 

He plumes his crest, he clears his throat, 
And then begins some sprightly note ; 
To which &ir songsters make reply, 
Nor oease these songs till night draws nigh. 
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Thus free and happy pass his days. 
No care disturbs bis tuneful lays ; 
Sweet bird ! his song is always gay. 
And answer'd in the tend'rest away. 
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TO LYDIA. 



Once on a time, pure Virtue, said, 
" That Beauty was to her ill-bred !*' 
And, Beauty, angrily replied, 
'* Virtue was never on her side !" 
Gods should not war-^o they agreed 
Each of the other stood in need ; 
And, as a mark of what they said, 
They join'd to form a perfect maid : 
'Tis ih.ua, each virtue, and each grace, 
Meet in your figure, heart, and face \ 
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ON CONTENT. 

The sweetest bliss that mortal knows, 

To all men is the same ; 
Though some in feasting, some in shows, ' 

And some in war, some in repose, 
Do seek the happy dame. 

And, ev'ry fool believes the thing 
Which most delights his heart, 

To be the blessing, without sting ? 

Which endless pleasures only bring, 

Or bitters can't impart. 

But I, sweet bliss have sought to ihid 

In ev'ry shape it's sent 
And well have learnt it's not allied 
To riches, honor, or to pride. 

For bliss dwells with content ! 
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STANZAS. 



When summer's past» and Love has flown 
From sylvan scenes, to dwell in town ; 
When birds feel cold, and sing no more 
The merry notes they sang before ; 
Still I, for love of Anna burn, 
Alas ! without return. 

When sheep, well clad in wool, feel cold. 
And icy fingers pen the fold ; 
When age sits freezing by the fires. 
And children tremble round their sires ; 
Still I, for love of Anna burn, 
Alas ! without return ! ' 
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When flow'rs are dead, and leaves decayed, 
And catting blasts sweep through the glade ; 
When snow o*er all the country's spread. 
And wildest birds at bam doors fed ; 
Still I, for love of Anna bum, 
Alas ! without return ! 

When ships amidst hard ice lay froze, 
And the rough seaman's pinch'd with woes ; 
When Laplanders dare not appear, 
So cold's the season of the year ; 
Still I fer love of Anna bum, 
Alas ! without return ! 
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ON DAPHNE. 



Who can behold fair DaLph'ne*s charms, 
And ev'ry modest jgrace ; 

Her heart's lintutb/d soft alarriis, 
Which unbid flush h(Sr fe6=e? 

Who can behold them unin^plr'd? 

What Stoic view her eyes ? 
Then boast a heart that is not flr'd 

At the rich lovely prize? 

Old men feel young, who 6ee the ^fair, 
Their chilly hearts re^ve ! 

For gold itsielf, they oisie to'dare. 
In Daphne's smiles they thfive ! 
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Young jrnei^ triu»ported view the maid. 
Rich, nobky sad, and gay ! 

But if she frown, they are afraid, 
And sorrowing, fly away ! 

The female sex, in grief appear, 

In hope one fault to find 1 
But soon acknowledge, with a tear, 

She^s fairest of her kind ! 

Her lovely cheek the rose excels. 

Her arms with lilies vie. 
Her eyes strike mute the proudest belles^ 

And make the fairest sigh ! 

Her auburn tresses, careless flow 

Upon so smooth a neck. 
That man still vainly strives to know 

If they disguise, or deck ! 
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Indeed^ lovM Daphne boasts each graee — 
With Venus may compaie ; 

Nay more, is nrtuou^ and chaste 
As Diau"— heav'nlj fair ! 
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THE CONVERT. 



Once I could laugh, whene'r I read 

The happy lives that lovers led ; 

And ridicule the nuptial tie, 

Saying, ''but fools in love could sigh V 

And, like an idiot, deem'd it fun. 

And strain'd my simple head to pun. 

And laugh at those who pass'd their days. 

In loves endearing, charming ways ! 

But now, thank Heav'n, ere all my prime 

Is wasted and destro/d by time ! 

I've found my eitor, and in joy 

Bow to the urclun, little boy ; 

And beg he will assist my strain. 

To paint a fair bewitching dame ! 
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Sophia,— she has fix'd the dart 
Of love, into my constant heait; 
Her charms my verse can never sing. 
So many graces does she bring ! 
In shape, Diana she excels ; 
Herself alone the queen of belles ! 
Venus, in beauty caa^t compare 
To this unrivaU'd^ lovely £Etir ! 
Her form is Grecian, and her face 
A syren, to allure man's race ! 

Now give me joy, ye gods above ! 
For Fm a convert unto love ! 
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TO THE BEE. 

Busy, Utile, insoct Bee, 

Suck the blossoms of each tree ; 

Freely rove the garden o'er, 

Cull the sweets from ev'ry flow'r ; 

From the nect'rine, and the peaeh, 

And all fruits thy tongue can reaefa; 

Rob the aromatio herb. 

And the hot house plants distorii; 

Thou art free to take thy fill 

From whicbev«r is thy will 1 

Busy, littlei bustling Bee, 
CuU from flower, herb, or tree; 
Make thy honey rich and fine, 
Ev*ry sweet in it combine; 
Mix them well, with q[>ecial care. 
To be wOTthy of my fair; 
Then lay at my Laura's feet 
Thy rich bag, of ev'ry sweet ! 
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SONG. 



O, beauteous maid ! by heav'u's decree, 
Fonn'd fairest of the female kind ; 

Thy graces envy's self most see. 

Acknowledge — or confess she's blind. 

1 dare to muse upon thy charms, 

If from thy charms I'm far away; 

But when before Hiee, my alarms 

Confound and drive my sense astray. 

For who can view thy lovely shape, 
And the fine features of thy face ; 

And yet from loving thee escape, 

From doating on thy ev'ry grace? 
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'Tis vain the thoaght^the man's unborn 
Who could behold thy many channs ; 

And at his breast not feel a storm 

Of love's most potent — ^fond alarms ! 

And, sure the gods are jealous grown, 

And war with man to gain thy charms; 

For much I fear, thou art their own. 
Too lovely for a mortal's arms ! 
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TO BACCHUS. 



Bacchus, assist me; god of wine, 
My lips shall to thy goblet twine; 
Shall constant drain thy brimming bowl. 
To drown the sorrows of my soul ; 
And diive that urchin from thy breast, 
Cupid—that shameless little guest ! 

But late, ye gods, I was quite gay, 
And wanton frolic'd time away ; 
'Till Cupid, slyly shot a dart 
From Chloe's eye, into my heart ! 
That heart which now imprisoned lies» 
A slave to beauteous Chloe's eyes I 
And hopeless, ebbs my life away. 
For cruel Chloe still says " nay/** 
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Then give me wine— the goblet fill«-* 
Bacchus, the god of love can kill ; 
Or make the boy resign mj heart. 
And in his quiver hide the d|urt: 
Then give me wine! a foaoiing bowl! 
I fioel J am a thirsty sQul 
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SONG. 



I am in love ! no doubt remains : 

Oh ! what sweet joy thrills through my veins. 

Sylvia, bewitching maid ! has sAole 

The treasured freedom of my soul ! 

Yes, Sylvia has enslav'd my heart, 
A captive to her charms I smart ; 
And freedom I no longer prize. 
Or pleasure seek-~but from her eyes ! 

If Sylvia frown, my hopes all die. 
My life's one constant moan and sigh ! 
But if she smile, and smile on me. 
My life's all joy and ecstacy ! 
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THE ADVENTURE; 
OR, 



When I was young, and pass'd each day. 
Like other boys, at childish play. 
It chanc'd, that on a frolic bent, 
Alone across a wood I went ; 
Whistling and singing, fiDee &om care 
As the sweet warblers in the air. 

I heard a noise, and looking round. 

Saw two young boys upon the ground ; 

The one had got a litUe bowl. 

And sipping, cried, "it warms my soul!" 

The other had a little dart, 

x\nd cried, " it j)enetrates my heart," 
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The first kept sipping, firom his bowl. 
Till sure he must have sipt the whole ; 
The other rubb'd his little dart. 
Saying, ''it should make many simart !'' 
And in a Utile bow it tried, 
Crying, "be thou of love the guide.^ 

Surpris'd, I saw the urchin boys 
Quite heated with their fav'rite toys ; 
For one cried, " wine by far exceeds 
Love, with all its rapt'rous deeds !" 
The other, quickly said, " my dart 
Can give more pleasure to the heart!" 

I fain would laugh ; when strange to say 
The boys shook hands in merry way; 
One saying, " Cupid, thou shall see 
" That Bacchus is a friend to thee ! 
" For though his vot'ry's nectar sip, 
" They too can love a scarlet lip !" 
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The other urchin, smiling sweet, 
Cried, '^ Bacchus, now like gods we meet 
''In love and friendship, so to show 
" One &vor'd mortal, free from woe, 
" Let us our mutual pow'rs impart 
'* To form a perfect happy heart !" 

'' Agreed," cried Bacchus, *' so my friend, 
*' Thy little arrow quickly spnd 
" To pierce the youth behind yon tree, 
** For he shall serve both thou and me !*' 
The god spoke true — ye pow'rs above I 
I'm ever drunk — or mad with love ! 
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A TRUE LOVTBR. 



To be a lover true 's to be 
A: lump of inconsistency, 
A sighing moaning, am'rous youths 
Ever mistaking lies for truth ; 
And ever prone to vow and swear. 
Lies without number to his fm. 
He s always full of sighs and moansy 
Comparing tender hearts to stones; 
Or else — making hard hearts submit, 
To what his tender love thinks fit ; 
To sum up all — he is a fool, 
And to his mistress — ^but a tool ! 
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SONG. 



When [ muse on the sweet rural life^ 
Which I, in my boyhood enjoy'd ; 

My heart grows quite sick, at the strife 
I find that I cannot avoid. 

For mixt with the crowd, I in vain, 
Those itinocent pleasures do seek ; 

Which heav'n bestows on the swain, 
Who's honest, contented, and meek. 

He knows not the world, yet is blest, 

Nor envy, nor strife, stings his heart; 

Ah ! none at a court feel such rest, 
As fate to this swain does impart. 
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rm rich, and Vm envy'd, 'tis trae ; 

For princes their fiavors do show ; 
Alas ! but thro' life, I shall rue 

The day, that a court I first knew 

If fiitB tHU those pleasutes restore, 
Wluch I, in my boyh6bd enjoy'd, 

The tiountry I'll never quit more, 
'Tis prinoes sad coarts VU avoid! 
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TO ELIJZA. 



I caught Eliza to my breast. 

Her eyes were drown'd in tears ! 
With warmth the lovely maid I prest> 
And tried to soothe her soul to rest, 
And dissipate her fears. 

'' Bewitching girl V* I ea^^r cried, 

" Why strain those eyes with tears ? 
Those lovely orbs that would divide^ 
Would steal a Monarch from his Bride, 
To fill his heart with fears!" 

^' Ah ! traitor man," the charmer said. 

And spite of all her tears, 
Her eyes have from that moment led 
My poor fond heart and soul — and fed 

My frame, with hopes and feais. 
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SONG 

Tell me, ye fiow*rets, have you seen 
Fair Chloe pass thisr way ? 

She has trip'd o'er the verdant green. 

The maid, with heav'nly Dian's mien 
Say, fragrant fiow'rets, say ? 

For I have lost her, she is fled, 
And sure is fled this way ; 
Then tell me flowers of taller head, 
Lilies and roses, has she fled, 
" Has Chloe past this way ? 

Ye oaks ai\d elms, and tallest trees. 

That tower above the plain, 
Pray tell me, have you Chloe seen 
Tripping along the verdant green ? 
A syren to each swain ! 

L 
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Thus a fond youth expressed his fear, 

And open'd all his heart. 
When from a hower of rotfes near, 
A nymph like Venus, did appear. 
To cure the lover's smart I 
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CUPID AND TIME. 



When Time was young, and Cupid's dart 
Essay'd its venom on the heart. 
By some mishap, in evil hour. 
Words rose about each other's power. 
Then taunting Cupid, vex'd grave Time 
By jests and gibes, and playful rhyme ; 
Told him, to taste the sweets of love, 
" To break his glass, and gayer prove, 
" Not moping — firighien joy and bliss, 
** But learn from Cupid how to kiss !" 

Time wisis provok'd, and told the boy, 
He scom'd the names of love and joy. 
Such trifling was beneath h* 
He said, then bid the God, 
l2 
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** For soon/' Time spoke, ** I'll make you lean 
^' To dread that pow'r thou dar'st to spurn, 
** When (Wd by me) the fair expires 
^* Who now thy breast with love inspires !" 

Young Cupid, laughing, answer'd Time^ 
He lov'd girls only in their prime ! 
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SONG. 



Springs once more my bosom fires 
With soft transports, and inspires 
My whole frame, with lively thrills 
Of tke pleasures it instils ! 

Vernal Spring ! sweet mbntli of May^ 
Time itself e'en owns thy sway, 
Time is gay when Spring appears. 
And stem sorrow disappears I 

Then, let mirth and pleasures dwell 
In my fraine, while transports tell 
The warm bliss that fills my heart, 
Bliss that thrills to ev'ry part I 
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ON FRIENDSHIP. 

Give me a friend, sincerely true. 
To share alike each joy and woe. 
Be always ready to console 
And soothe the sorrows of my soul; 
Or share the pleasures of my heart 
In equal portions^— pari Sen pert; 

Give me, kind heav'n I a friend like tins ? 

For mortal knows no greater bliss ! 

When I Bm wrong, he will correct, 
And mildly poLot out each defect. 
Prove where my conduct is to blame. 
Where lies my folly, or my shame. 
Then kindly show the way to mend, 
And, from his h^art, assistance lend : 

Give me, kind h«av'n I a ineni like this ? 

For mortal knows no greater bliss \ 
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Fond love is partial, or quite blind. 
Friendship alone both just and kind; 
Then grant me fate, a faithful friend, 
The choicest blessing heaven can send ; 
And I will ever thankful be 
For the rich boon, thus granted me: 

Give me, kbd heav'n ! a friend like this ? 

For mortal knows no greater bliss ! 
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A KISS. 



Pray Annette, let me kiss once more 
Those ruby lips I've kist before. 

And lost my heart upon ! 
111 touch them light as any fly, 
A zephyr — or a tender sigh. 

Which gently sails along ! 

I once have reveU'd there, so know 
The luscious sweets that on them flow; 

Nor seek I further bliss ! 
For though I may not find my heart, 
Fate can a richer prize impart 

On lovely Annette's kiss ! 
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BY A FRIEND. 

TO MISS M ON HER MARRIAGE. 

The chilling blasts of Winter are withdrawn, 
And vernal brightness glads thy nuptial mom ; 
Long— long for you, may Hymen hold his reign. 
And twine with wreaths of flowers his easy chain ! 

But should the winds exert their utmost pow'r, 
Sweep o'er thy home, and blight each promb'd flower ; 
Chaste — sacred love, shall calm each anxious sigh, • 
Goodness like thine can well the storm defy. 

May ev'ry blessing wait my fair young friend ! 
May all that's bliss her wedded state attend ! 
And, as a perfect daughter she has prov*d, 
May she through life be honoured and belov'd ! 
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CUPID DISGUISED. 



With a hiBart as light as air. 
Ever free from grief and care ; 
Late I froUc'd o'er the green> 
Careless by what beauty seen ; 
Skipping, playing, ever gay ! 
Thus I frolic' d time away ! 

Cupid ! envious little boy. 
Oft was jealous of my joy; 
Saw the freedom of my heart, 
And oft tried to make it smart; 
But in vain-»till, luckless hour ! 
I was doom'd to own his power. 
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Culling flow'rets^ sweet and wild, 
I beheld a maid and child ; 
Both were clad in poor array, 
Barely vested from the day : — 
Pitying the pretty maid, 
I approach'd to (sS&t aid. 

But the little wily guest, 
Nestling to her lily breast. 
Cried, *' begone, rash man ! forbear, 
** Come not near my fav'rite fedr ; 
" Touch her not, but haste away, 
** Haste I say — without delay !" 

Who would think the god of joy 
Was this little tatter'd Boy? 
Who, disguis'd on Chloe's breast. 
Stole my freedom, and my rest; 
Then, forbade me Chloe's channs. 
Telling, me "to fly her arms !" 



Digitized by 



Google 



156 

Sportive^ wicked^ cunning hoj, 
God of pleasure ! god of joy 1 
Tho' Vm now a slave to thee, 
CRobb'd of all my liberty;) 
Yet, I caution those who*re free. 
In each beauty — to fear iheef 
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SONG.— To Delia. 



I kDow that I love in so am'rous a way, 
So constant, so trae, and so kind. 

That should my fair Delia, but say to me najfy 
All my breath would away with the wind. 

In one cruel sigh, would my soul leave my frame. 
My bosom no longer would burn ; 

And the delicate love I now feel for the dame. 
Would in ashes be put in my urn ! 

Then Delia, in pity prepare now your mind. 

For charity's sake to say yen ; 
And my loving soul, to thy soul will I bind, ^ 

As I seal the fond terms with a kiss! 
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TO BACCHUS.— The Vow. 



Let tbe spafkliog goblet shine ! 
Pour it briimniiig full of wine ! 
Pour until it oveiflows. 
Then 111 try to drown my woes ! 
Yes, 1*11 try to drown a part 
Of the sorrows of my heart, 
I will tiy to wash some care 
From the nest of woes that's there ! 

*' Why am I so doomed to woe? 
" Tell me, Bacchus^if you know; 
" No my jolly god of wine, 
" You the cause cannot divine :" 
Then, let's drink another glass, 
Bacchus, let thy goblet pass ! 
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'* Cupid ! you perhaps can show 
" Why I'm doom'd to suffer woe?" 
Yes, I see your little dart. 
Now I feel it in my heart ; 
Oh 1 'tis love has caus'd the pain, 
Love for a bewitching dame ! 

Rosa's graces, make me smarts- 
Rosa's charms have won my heart; 
But this Beauty is not kind, 
No, I am not to her mind : 
So, as Rosa loves not me, 
Wine shall drown my misery ! 
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ANACREONTIC ODE. 



Rosa, I must once again 

Paint thy charms, with my worn pen ; 

For thy fascinating eyes, 

From my bosom draw deep sighs ; 

Sighs, by absence scarcely cur'd, 

Now, alas ! can't be endur'd ; 

Long l struggled to get free, 

But one glance reconquered me. 

Still young Cupid seems to dwell 
On thy charms, enchanting girl ! 
Still thy eyes beam scorching fires, 
Kindling love, and soft desires ; 
And whenever they do move. 
Thy sweet lips impart fond love ! 
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But, fisdr Rosa I let me know^ 
Is thy breast still cold as snow? 
Or does love admittance find 
To the Surest of her kind? 
If it does? O, happy guest! * 
I shall be with Rosa blest; 
But if Rosa's cold and shy, 
Bacchus let me drinking— die I 
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SONG. 



To love and its pleasures adieu, 

The sweets of a£fection axe fled; 

Alas ! I can no more pursue 

The maid— who my wann passion fed f 

Too good amidst sinners to rest, 

Heav'n snatch'd the fedr maiden away; 
In Heav'n the angel is blest, 

But I never more can be gay ! 
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THE DOUBT. 



Surely two stars are those bright eyes, 
That bend their force on me, 

By night they light me from the skies, 
By day their charms I see ! 

Yet,. they are eyes! they're Mary's eyes! 

T swear it all day long ; 
No stars so'bright shine from the skies. 

As what to her belong ! 

But when 'tis night, and Mary's fled 

With ev'ry charhi away; 
Ye gods !. those orbs forsake her bed 

To lead mc more astray ! 
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TO LOUISA. 



.Virtue in ev*ry s^iape, combined 
To form Louisa's spotless mind ; 
And made it pure as mind can be. 
And rich in lovo and constancy ! 

Her gentle heart, by goodness sway'd. 
Does actions that can never fade ; 
While gen'rous pity knows no fest 
Within her tender, feeling breast. 

If fstult she has. Virtue's ip blame 
For placing in her tender frame, 
A heart so pure, so soft, and kind. 
That tis to fiiults in oihos blind. 
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This makes Louisa'js guiltless heart 
Expose itself to many a smart; 
The wicked, ignorant, and vain. 
Deceive her oft, and cause her pain. 
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THE EXCUSE. 



You tell me, Anna, Pm untrue, 

Because I quitted Jane ; 
Now, beauteous maiden ! I tell you 

" That you're alone to blame. 

'' 'Tis true, I once admir*d sweet Jane, 
** And still should so have done ; 

'' But sure, my fair, I'm not to blame 
" For varying to the sun ! 

" Vm not inconstant— -no, my tak, 
'' This change alone I make; 

'' Mortals, with angels can't compare, 
''An angel is the stake !" 
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Then, fairest Anna must allow 
That I am not to blame. 

For earthly beauty needs must bow 
Before an heav'nly dame ! 
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THE INVITATION.^To Juiu. 



Sweety lovely maid ! come live wiih me, 

. For I thy chmms adore; 
And tho' now full of constancy, 
I'll love thee more and more ! 

Then, haste my Julia, lose no time 

To fly unto my house ; 
Where ev'ry sweet, from ev'iy clime, 

Awaits thee, when my spouse. 

A rich pavilion have I made. 

To court thy charms to sleep; 

Where lovely flow'rs, that never fad^. 
Their sweet perfumes do keep. 
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And near its window runs a stream, 
Which, inorm'ring as it flows, 

Will waft my Julia a kind dream, 
Whene'er she courts repose. 

Delightful place ! O, Julia, fly 
To share its joys with me ; 

Or when I see it^ I shall sigh 
To see it without thee ! 
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ADVICE TO MARY. 



It grieves me, Mary, for I see 

You strive to look with scorn on me ; 

fiut take advice, for beauties fade. 

And then you'll cease to please me, maid ! 

For tho', sweet girl, you now have charms, 
WorthyHo grace a monarch^ arms, 
Yet, recollect that charms will fly, 
And beauties in rotation die ! 

Then take advico, and look more kind, 
For love like mine you'll seldom find. 
So faithful, constant, and so true, 
That none would hesitate — but you ! 
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TO LYDIA. 



O Lydia ! what a lovely fair 
Nature has £Biahion'd thee ; 

Prudence should teach our sex beware, 
But vain her hints to me. 

Fve rov'd the world in ev'ry part. 
Yet never saw such eyes ; 

Oh ! could I throw. fond Cupid's dart, 
I 'd envy not the skies. 

Your lovely auburn tresses flow 

In ringlets round your face ; 
Venus they should have painted so, 

Posscss'd of evVy grace ! 
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The lily and the heaut'ous rose 
Might quarrel for your face, 

Your pouting lips, and Grecian nose, 
Confound our foolish race. 

Your teeth of 'alabaster white, 

And your sweet dimpled smile. 

Enrapture ev'ry mortal's sight. 
And sober thoughts beguile. 

Your forehead ! O, its perfect form 
Elsewhere was never seen ; 

Female ne'er view'd it, but a storm 
O'erspread her frame oi spleen. 

To sum up all, so sweet a face 
Fond Nature's given thee. 

That not a youth can love escape. 
For all must love— who see ! 
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BALLAD. 



Annette ^ftas milder than the dew 

That spangles Arno's scented grove; 

And Lubin, (tonstunt, fond, and true, 
As ever told the tale of love. 

Cfee eve, with chaste^ yet niaatling smile, 
He bade her guess what he could bring; 

Then fronra Iwsom' void of guile. 

He blush'd, and trembling, took a ring. 

The maiden flutter'd, sidled, sigh'd. 

Oh, Cupid! 'twas a charming scene I 

And with affected coyness cried, 

*' Dear, what can such a trinket mean ?" 
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" Mean,'* said the youth, with glowing cheek. 

And flurried, that she so mistook, 
'' A Ringdove dropt it from his heak, 
*' I picked it up near yonder hrook. 

" And much we owe, my lovely feir, 
" To this kind token of the dove— 

** Who dropt it for the purpose (here, 
" A £Eiiihful emblem of our love." 

So spoke the youth; the willing maid 

Approv'd of what the swain had done, 

Aiid love*s sweet influence obey*d. 

She kiss'd the ring that made them one. 
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SONG. 



Tender is my Fanny's love, 
Her gentle heart is kind ; 

Constant as the truest* dove, 
I do my Fanny find. 

When I'm well, my Fanny sings, 
And gaily flies the day, 

Ev'ry joy fond Fanny brings, 
To pass my time away. 

Fanny's heart is full of care, 

If I appear but sad ; 
Fanny is the fondest fair, 

• When I'm content and glad. 
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Faithful Fanny loves me well. 
She merits all my heart; 

And I love the bewitching girl 
Too muehBgain to part 
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TO MARV. 



My Mary is the sweetest girl 

The village can produce, 
The prettiest and the neatest belle. 

And she is gay and spruce. 

I love her as I do my life, 

She is my only joy ; 
And soon I trust she'll be my wife, 

Tho' now the maid is coy. 

Each swain admires my Mary's charms^ 

And vainly hopes tawed. 
Entangled with foni love's alarms. 

By faithful Hymen led. 

N 
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If wildest beau approach the fair. 
Young Cupid chains his heart ; 

Then hopeless love, and constant care, 
Teaches his breast to smart. 

Oy lovely Mary! could I paint 
The channs thou dost possess ; 

My words would fire the coldest saint, 
He*d nought but love profess. 

And, lovely girl ! if I could sing 
The sweetness of thy mind ; 

Then crowds of stoics I should bring, 
Soften'd to human kind. 

But Mary, dearest, sweetest hit ! 

On love alone let's dwell ; 
Then mine will be the happy care, 

Thy Virtues still to tell! 
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SONG. 



You cannot know the deep impression 
Wkich is left upon my heart ; 

language ne'er can find expression 
What I suffer to impart. 

Silence is the test of lovers. 

Be my love by actions known ; 

In my eyes you'll best discover 
All the influence of your own. 
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TO ROSA. 



Love me, Rosa, channiDg maid, 
Love— you'll never be betray'd ! 
Love's the sweetest thing in life. 
Love it is that knows no strife ! 
Love delights the human breast, 
Love alone can make it blest ! 
Love's a joyous, constant spring — 
Love, and dread not Cupid's sting ! 
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GLEE. 



Beauty, and the various graces 

That adorn the sweetest faces, 

Here take their glorious throne ! May he 

Who is the god of archeiy. 

Never aim one angiy dart. 

But soft and gentle, at y6ur heart ; 

Court it with flame and rich perfume, 

To light and sweeten—not consume. 
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SONG. 



Cupid— •laving boy ! to thee— 
To thee — I yield my liberty ! 
Cupid, thou hast chain'd my heart. 
Thrilling pangs now make it smart; 

Ah ! the heart that late was free. 

Now has lost its liberty. 

Rosy lips and sparkling eyes 
Are the treasures that 1 prize. 
Blushing cheeks and Sylvia's smile, 
Joy my soul and cares beguile; 
Ah ! the heart that late was free, 
Now has lost its liberty. 
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SONG. 

TO A POETIC LOVER. 

What if gay glitVring sun beams spread. 
Were 'twin'd around your charmer's head. 
Instead of ringlets void of art ; 
Could these an equal zest impart ? 

Suppose two suns instead of eyes, 
(Your verse would thus the tait disguise) 
Would not these orbs their influence show. 
To melt a forehead form'4]kof snow? 

With rose and lily cheeks that fieule, 
You next presume to dress the maid ; 
And twixt the leaves that form the rose 
You'd place an alabaster nose. 
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Would not this strange assemblage fright, 
Instead of yield you fond delight ? 
Be wise then and this truth declare, 
Virtue alone can mend the fair ! 



W.QLINDON, Printer, Rupert Street, Hiynarket. 
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